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Edward  and  Eleonora. 


TRAGEDY. 


Vol.  IV.  B 


TO    HER 


ROYAL    HIGHNESS 


THE 


Princefs  of  Wales. 


Madam, 

T  F  I  take  the  liberty,  once  more,  to 
^  crave  the  proreftion  of  your  Royal 
Highness,  for  another  Tragedy  of  my 
writing,  it  is  becaiife  I  am  led,  almoft 
unavoidably,  to  it,  by  my  fubjedl.  In 
the  charader  of  Eleonora  I  have  endea- 
voured  to  reprefent,  however  faintly,    a 

B  2  Prin- 


iv        DEDICATION. 

Princess  diftinguiihed  for  all  the  virtues 
that  render  greatncfs  amiable.  I  have 
aimed,  particularly,  to  do  juftice  to  her 
inviolable  affetftion  and  generous  tender- 
nefs  for  a  Prince,  who  v/as  the  darling 
of  a  great  and  free  people. 

Their  defcendants,  even  now,  v/ill  own, 
with  pleafure,  how  properly  this  addrefs  is 
made  to  your  Royal  Highness.  I  am, 
with  the  profoundeft  refpefl. 

Madam, 

Tour  Royal  Highness's 
Mqft  humble^  and 
wji  devoted  Servant^ 

JAMES   THOMSON. 


PROLOGUE, 

By  a  Friend. 

TN  former  Times,  'when  fierce  religious  rage, 
j^nd priejily  fnvay  deform  d  each  fiiffcring  age,. 
All  manly  <wit,  all  ufeful  learning  lay 
J^  ^nrknefs  loji,  nor  hop'd  returning  day. 
Religion,  then  nvas  fain^d  by  cruel  aeeUi  . 

And  free-horn  Reafon  ftoop'  d  to  craft  and  creeds. 
But  happier  -zve  ! — And  thd'  to-night  ive  Jhozu 
What  fatal  ills  from  blind  de-votion  fonv^ 
*Tis  not  that  ive  fu.h  rage  rene-vid  can  feary 
Or  dread  the  hand  of  perfecution  here—' 
Our  fcene  'vjould  ixiide  humanity  impart ; 
Would  breathe  extenf've  candour  thro'  the  heart  j 
Shonjo  true  religion  even  to  error  kind. 
And  claim  the  perfeSi  freedom  of  the  mind. 

If  too  the  poet  paints  a  noble  frife 
*T''wixt  the  fond  hufand  and  the  generous  ivifi  j 
If  all  the  father  in  his  'voice  complains, 
And.  all  the  mother  in  her  tender  Jlrains ; 

B  3  ^ 
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1/  thefe  heji  paj/ions  prompt  the  pleafing  njuoe^ 

Indulge  it  freely Nature  bids  it  fcix  :. 

Where  parent  Nature  leads,  ycu  cannot  Jlr ay  ; 
And  ivhat  Jhe  lA^ills,  'tis  'virtue  to  obey. 

Fond  of  BRlTANNiA'/ya/sf,  and  juji  to  YoU, 
lie  bids  old  Englifh  honour  live  atieiv, 
And  calls  your  great  firji  Edward  up  to  'vie^w. 
But  if  his  line  too  iveak,  his  Jiroke  too  faint y 
7'he  graceful  figure,  in  full  light,  to  paint 'y. 
In  candid  part  his  honeji  meaning  take. 
And  fpare  the  poet  for  the  hero's  faki<. 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


By  a  F  R  I  E  N  D. 

CJ^HESE  Poets  are  fuch  fools  ! — The  man  behind y 

Who  njcrote  this  flay  —  ajimplefcul,  I  find— ~ 
Believes  ivith  all  his  heart,  there  ijoas  a  miife. 
Who  needs  nvould  die — to  fa-ve  a  hujland's  life  / 
He,  in  the  printed  chronicles  has  read  it  : 
And  true  it  is — Sir  Richard  Baker  faid  it. 

Why  njohat  an  afs  thefe  hocks  do  make  a  man  ? 
Read  nature — then  belie%'e  it —you  nioho  can. 
hook  round  this  toivn — the  quejlion  is  not — ivheiher 
Spoufe  dies  for  fpoufe  :  but  ix'ho  luill  live  together  ? 
Of  old,  they  fay,  a  hufoand  ^was  a  lo'ver  : 
But,  thank  our  fiars  !  thofe  foolijh  days  are  over  : 
To  fuch  fuhjlantial  prudence  are  ive  come. 
We  nued  not  heart  to  heart — hut  plumb  to  plumb. 
What  fenfe  ?  'what  beauty  ?  are  not  nonjo  the  things  i 
But  can  he  fettle^-xx^  to  nvhat  {he  brings  P 

Tet  in  this  eajy,  all-forgi'ving  age. 
Bear  ^ujith  fuch  moral  fooleries — on  the  fiage. 
Perhaps  tco,  there  may  be  fome  gentle  foul. 
Who  rather  likes  to  iveep — than  ivin  a  vole  ', 
Who  thinks  that  there  are  charms  in  generous  love, 
And  voould  to  Edward  Eleonora  prove., 

B  4.  The 


The  Perfons  reprefented. 


Edward,  Prince  of  Etiglandy  . 
Earl  of  Glofier, 
Theald,  Archdeacon  of  Z/f^^, 
Selim,  Sultan  of  Jaffa, 


Mr.  Delant. 
A!r.  Rofco. 
Mr.  Roberts* 
Mr.  Ryan* 


Eleokora,  Princefs  of  fff^/a;;*/,        Mrs,  Horton, 
Daraxa,  an  y/r«^/fl3  Princefs,  Mrs.  Hallam', 

AfTufnn,  Officers,  {^c. 


S  C  E  N  E,  Edward'j  tent  in  the  camp  lefoys 
Jaffa,  a  city  on  the  coaji  of  Paleftine. 


Edward  and   Rleonora* 


■> 


A 


TRAGEDY. 


A  C  T    I.      SCENE    I. 

Prince  Edward,  The alo  y^nhiieacon  o/" Liege,. 
.    Earl  of  Glos^ter, 

Edward.  , 

I  Will  no  longer  doubt.     'Tis  plain,  my  friends* 
That  with  our  little  band  o{ Englifo  troops, 
By  all  allies  all  weftern  powers  deferted, 
All  but  the  noble  knights  that  guard  this  land. 
The  flower  o^ Europe  and  of  chrilHan  valour,. 
Nought  can  be  done,  nought  worthy  of  our  caufe, 
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Worthy  of  England^s,  heir,  and  of  the  name 
Of  Lion-hearted  Richard  ;  whofe  renown, 
After  almoft  a  century  elaps'd, 
Shakes  through  its  wide  extent  this  eaftern  world. 
What  elfe  could  bend  the  Saracen  to  peace. 
Who  might,  with  better  policy,  refufe 
To  grant  it  us  ?  yes,  to  the  prince  oi  Jaffa 
I  will  accord  the  peace  he  has  demanded : 
And  tho'  my  troops,  impatient,  wait  the  fignal 
To  ftorm  yon  walls,  yet  will  I  not  expofe. 
In  vain  attempts,  valour  that  fhould  be  fav'd 
For  better  days,  and  for  the  public  welfare. 
Rafli  fruitlefs  war,  from  wanton  glory  wag'd, 
Is  only  fplendid  murder — What  fays  Thcald? 
Approves  my  reverend  father  of  my  purpofe  ? 

Theald. 

Edn.vard,  illuHrious  heir  oi  England'' ^  crown, 
I  muft  indeed  be  blinded  with  the  zeal 
Of  this  our  holy  caufe,  to  think  your  arms. 
Thus  all-forfaken,  thus  betray'd,  fufficlent 
To  reach  the  grandeur  of  your  firft  defign. 
And,  from  the  yoke  of  infidels,  to  free 
7  he  facred  city,  objeft  of  our  vows  ; 
Yet  this,  methinks,  this  Jaffa  might  be  feiz'd : 
That  lUll  were  fomething,  an  aufpicious  omen 
Of  future  conqueft — But,  unfkill'd  in  war. 
To  you,  my  lord,  and  Glojierh  wife  experience, 
I  this  fubmit, 

Edward, 
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Edward, 
Speak,  Qlojler,  your  advice. 
Before  I  fix  my  latefl  refolution. 
Gloster. 
You  know,  my  lord,  I  never  was  a  friend 
To  fhis  crufado.     My  unchang'd  advice 
Is  ftrenuous  Hill  for  peace.     Nor  this,  I  urgCj 
From  our  deferted  arms,  and  caufc  betray'd. 
But  from  the  Hate  of  our  unhappy  country. 
Behold  her,  Ed^vard,  with  a  filial  eye. 
And  fay,  is  this  a  time  for  thefe  adventures  ? 
Behold  her  then  with  deep  commotion  fhook, 
Benerah  a  falfe  delufive  face  of  quiet : 
Behold  her  bleeding  yet  from  civil  war, 
Exhaufled,  funk  ;  drain'd  by  ten  thoufand  arts 
Of  lawlefs  impofition,  prielily  fraud, 
Italian  leeches,  and  infatiate  Rome; 
That  never  rag'd  before  with  fuch  grofs  infult. 
With  fuch  abandond  avarice.     Befides, 
Who  knows  what  evil  counfellors,  again. 
Are  gather'd  round  the  throne  !  In  times  like  thefej 
Dillurb'd,  and  lowring  with  unfettled  freedom. 
One  liep  to  lawlefs  power,  one  bold  attempt 
Renew'd,  the  leaft  infringement  of  our  charters. 
Would  in  the  giddy  nation  raife  a  tempeft. 
Return,  my  prince.     You  have  already  fav'd 
Your  father  from  his  foes,  from  haughty  Leijfer  ; 
Now  fave  him  from  his  miniRers,  from  thofe 
Who  hold  him  captive  in  the  worlt  of  chains— 

B  6  Bdward, 
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Edward, 
Von,  Glojler,  Tav'tl  us  both. 

GLOSTtR. 

I  did  my  duty  ; 
Even  while  T  join'd  with  Leijler,  did  my  duty— 
I  hope  I  did — He,  wlio  contends  for  freedom,. 
Can  ne'er  be  jullly  deem'd  his  fovereign's  foe: 
No,  'tis  the  wretch  that  tempts  him  to  fubvert  it. 
The  foothing  flave,  the  traitor  in  the  bofom. 
Who  befl:  deferves  that  name  ;  he  is  a  worm 
That  eats  out  all  the  happinefs  of  kingdoms. 

Ed^-vard,  return  ;  lofe  not  a  day,  an  hour. 
Before  this  city.     Tho'  your  caufe  be  holy. 
Believe  me,  'tis  a  much  more  pious  office, 
To  fave  your  father's  old  and  broken,  years. 
His  mild  and  eafy  temper,  from  the  fnares 
Of  low  corrupt  infinuating  traitors  : 
h  nobler  office  far  !  on  the  firm  bafe 
Of  well-proportion'd  liberty,  to  build 
The  common  quiet,  happinefs  and  glory, 
Of  king  and  people,  England's  rifing  grandeur. 
To  you,  my  prince,  this  tafk,  of  right,  belongs. 
Has  not  the  royal  heir  a  jufler  claim 
To  fliare  his  father's  inmoft  heart  and  counfels,  , 
Than  aliens  to  his  int'reft,  thofe,  who  make 
A  property,  a  market  of  his  honour? 

One  reafon  more  allow  me  to  fugged 
Forpeace,immediatepeace — (liould  blind  misfortune. 
In  this  far  diilant  hollilc  land,  opprefs  us ; 

A  chance 
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A  chance  to  which  our  weaknefs  {lands  expos'd: 
What,  Edward,  of  thy  princefs  would  become. 
Thy  Ehonora  ;  fiie,  whofe  tender  love 
Thro'  ftormy  feas,  and  in  fierce  camps  attends  thee  ? 
What  of  thy  blooming  offspring?  charg'd  with  thefe. 
To  give  our  courage  fcope  were  cruel  rafhnefs. 

Edward. 
Enough,  my  lord,  I  ftand  refolv'd  on  peace  ;■ 
And  will  to  England  flrait. — But  where,  alas. 
Where  fhall  we  cover  our  inglorious  heads  ; 
When  gay  with  hope  the  people  round  us  prefs 
To  hear  by  what  exploits  we  have  fuHain'd 
The  fame  of  Richard^  and  of  EngUJh  valour  ? 
Shall  I,  my  generous  country,  1  be  rank'd 
With  thofe  weak  princes,  who  confume  thy  wealth. 
And  fink  thy  name  in  idle  expeditions  ? 
Perfidious  France  !  Be  this  the  ruling  point 
Of  my  whole  life  and  pafiion  of  my  foul. 
To  humble  thee,  proud  nation! — Meantime,  Glojier^ 
See  that  the  captive  princefs  be  rellor'd, 
Daraxa,  to  the  fultan  of  this  city, 
Whofe  bride  Ihe  is — We  v/agc  not  war  with  women. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    ir. 

Edward,   Theald,  Gloster,  an  Officer 
belonging  to  the  Prince. 

OfFIC  ER. 

One  from  the  prince  o^  "Jaffa,  Sir,  demands 
Your  fecret  ear  on  fome  important  mellage. 

Edward, 

Coududl  him  to  my  tent [Officer  goes  cut. 

He  brings,  I  judge. 
The  fultan's  laft  Inftruflions  for  this  peace. 
Here  wait :  I  may  your  faithful  counfel  want. 


SCENE    III. 

Theald,  Gloster. 

Theald. 
Whatever  woes,  of  late,  have  clodded  England ; 
Yet  mull  r,  Ghfur,  call  that  nation  happy. 
On  whofe  horizon  fmiles  a  dawning  prince 
Qi  Edx'jard\  worth  and  virtues. 

Gloster, 

True,  my  friend  % 
Edixard  has  great,  has  amiable  virtues. 
That  virtue  chiefly  which  befits  a  prince : 

He 
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He  loves  the  people  he  muft  one  day  rule ; 
With  fondnefs  loves  them,  with  a  noble  pride; 
Eileems  their  good,  erteems  their  glory  his. 
One  inftance  it  becomes  me  to  recount, 
That  ih.ovvs  the  genuine  greatnefs  of  his  foul. 
Tho'  1  have  met  him  in  the  bloody  field. 
He  fighting  for  his  father,  I  for  freedom  ; 
Yet  bears  his  bofom  no  remaining  grudge 
Of  thofe  diftraifled  times :   to  me  his  heart 
Is  greatly  reconcil'd — Virtue  !  beyond 
The  little  unforgiving  foul  of  tyrants  ! 

Now  will  I  tell  thee,  TheaU^  whence  I  fioop 
To  wear  the  gaudy  chains  of  court-attendance. 
At  thefe  grey  years  ;  that  fhould  in  calm  retirement 
Pafs  the  foft  evening  of  a  buftling  life, 
And  plume  my  parting  foul  for  better  worlds^ 
Aniidll  his  many  virtues,  youthful  Ed-vjard 
Is  lofty,  warm,  and  abfolute  of  temper  : 
I  therefore  feek  to  moderate  his  heat. 
To  guide  his  fiery  virtues,  that,  mifled 
By  dazzling  power  and  flattering  fycophants. 
Might  finifh  what  his  father's  weaker  nieafures 
Have  try'd  in  vain.     And  hence  I  here  attend  him. 
In  expeditions  which  I  ne'er  approv'd. 
In  holy  wars — your  pardon,  reverend  father— 
I  mull  declare  1  think  fuch  wars  the  fruit 
Of  idle  courage  or  miilaken  zeal, 
Sometimes  of  rapine  and  religious  rage, 

To 


To  every  mifchief  prompt. 

The  ALD. 

You  wrong,  my  lord. 
You  wrong  them  much.     To  fet  this  matter  only 
Upon  a  civil  footing  :   fay,  what  right 
Had  robbers  rulhing  from  Arabian  defarts> 
Fierce  as  the  funs  that  kindled  up  their  rage, 
Thus,  in  a  barbarous  torrent,  to  bear  down 
All  Afia^  Afric,  and  profane  their  altars  ? 
And  to  repel  brute  force  by  force  is  juft. 
Nay,  does  not  even  our  duty,  int'rell,  glory. 
The  common  honour  of  the  chriftian  name,. 
Require  us  to  reprefs  their  wild  ambition. 
That  labours  wellward  ftill,  and  threatens  Europe? 
Gloster. 

Yes,  when  they  burft  their  limits,  let  us  check  them : 
And  with  a  firmer  hand  than  thofe  loofe  chriftians. 
The  moll  corrupt  and  abjedl  of  mankind, 
Slaves,  doubly  flaves,  who  fuiFer'd  thefe  Arahiansy 
In  virtue  their  fuperiors  as  in  valour, 
Without  refinance  to  o'er-run  the  world. 
By  rage  and  zeal,  'tis  true,  their  empire  rofe  : 
But  now  fome  lettled  ages  of  pofieflion 
Create  a  right,  than  which,  I  fear,  few  nations 
Can  fl:iew  a  better.     Sure  I  am  'tis  madnefs, 
Inhuman  madnefs,  thus,  from  half  the  world. 
To  drain  its  blood  and  treafure,  to  negledl 
Each  art  of  peace,  each  care  of  government; 

And 
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And  all  for  what  ?   By  fpreading  defolation, 
Rapine  and  flaughter  o'er  the  other  half. 
To  gain  a  ccnquefl  we  can  never  hold. 

1  venerate  this  land.     Thofe  facred  hills, 
Thofe  vales,  thofe  cities,  trod  by  faints  and  propheiJs 
By  God  himfelf,  the  fcenes  of  heavenly  wonders, 
Jnfpire  me  with  a  certain  awful  joy. 
But  the  fame  God,  my  friend,  pervades,  fufcains, 
Surrounds  and  fills  this  univerfal  frame ; 
And  every  land  where  fpreads  his  vital  prefence. 
His  all-enlivening  breath,  to  me  is  holy. 

Excufe  me,  Thecdd,  if  I  go  too  far  : 
I  meant  alone  to  fay,  I  think  thefe  wars 
A  kind  of  perfecution.     And  when  that. 
That  moft  abfurd  and  cruel  of  all  vices. 
Is  once  begun,  where  fhall  it  find  an  end  ? 
Each  in  his  turn,  or  has  or  claims  a  right 
To  wield  its  dagger,  to  return  its  furies  ; 
And,  firH  or  laft,  they  fall  upon  ourfelves.. 

Edward,   behind  the  Scenes, 
Inhuman  villain  !  is  thy  melTage  murder  ? 

Theald. 
Ha!  heard  you  not  the  prince  exctaiming  murder  ? 

Gloster. 
Should  this  barbarian  meffenger — 

[^Mo'ving  towards  the  noi/e, 
'Tis  fo ! 
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S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Theald,  Gloster  ;  to  the?n  prince  Edwaru  \ 
wounded  in  the  arm^  and  dragging  in  the  ajjajjin* 

Edwap.d. 
Detefted  wretch  !  And  does  the  prince  g^  Jaffa 
Send  bafe  aiTalTins  to  tranfad  his  treaties  f 
There — take  thy  anfwer,  ruffian  ! 
\5tabs  him  nvith  the  dagger  he  had  'ivref.ed  from  hi7iu 

Blow  too  hafty  1      j 
1  fhould  have  fav'dthee  for  a  fitter  death.  ' 

Assassin. 
I  would  have  triumph'd,  chrlftlan,  In  thy  rage.  j 

For  know,  thou  vile  deftroyer  of  the  faithful  i  ' 

That  tho'  my  erring  dagger  mifs'd  thy  heart. 
Yet  has  it  fir'd  thy  veins  with  mortal  poifon, 
"Whofe  very  touch  is  death — Allah  be  prais'd  ! 
O  glorious  fate  !  Prophet,  receive  my  foul  I    [Dies* 

Edward,  after  a  Jhort  paufe> 
Why  gaze  you  with  amazement  on  each  other  ? 
hxQ  we  not  men,  to  whom  the  various  chances 
Of  life  are  known  ? 

Gloster, 

Ha  !  poifon  !  did  he  fay  ? 
Then  is  at  once  my  prince  and  country  loft ! 
O  fatal  wound  to  England ! 

Theald* 


ELEONORA.  i^ 

Theald. 

Quick,  my  lord. 
Retire  and  have  It  dreft,  without  delay  j 
Ere  the  fell  poifon  can  difiufe  its  rage, 
And  deeply  taint  your  blood. 
Edward. 

The  princefs  comes ! 
O  fave  me  from  her  tendernefs ! 


SCENE    V. 

Edward,  Theald,  Gloster  j  to  them  th$ 
frincefs  Eleonora. 

My  Edvjardl 
Support  me  !— Oh ! 

Edward. 

She  faints-— My  Eleoncraf 
Look  up,  and  blefs  me  with  thy  gentle  eyes ! — 
The  colour  comes,  her  cheeks  refume  their  beauty,' 
And  all  her  charms  revive—  Hence,  fpurn  that  carcafs  i 
A  fight  too  fhocking  for  my  Eleonora, 

Eleonora. 
And  lives  my  Ediuard,  lives  my  dearefl  lord, 
From  this  affairin  fav'd— Alas  !  you  bleed  ! 

EowA«a, 
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Edward. 
*Tis  nought,  my  lovely  princefsl — A  flight  wound- 

Eleonor  A. 
But,  ah!  methought,  I  entering  heard  of  poifcn, 
Tainting  the  blood — What !  was  the  dagger  poi-' 

fon'd?— 
Ha  !  filent  all  ?  will  none  relieve  my  fears  ?— 

Gloster. 
Madam,  reflrain  your  tendernefs  a  moment— 
The  prince  delays  too  long — Let  him  retire. 
Meanwhile,  the  troubled  camp  fhall  be  my  care ; 
T-pft  the  bafe  fot  Ihould  make  a  fudden  fally. 
While  yet  our  troops  are  itunna  witn  una  airaxiw^ 

EOVVARD. 

I  thank  thee,  noble  Glojler,     Nor,  alone 
Support  my  troops  ;  go,  roufe  them  to  revenge  ; 
Tell  them  their  injur'd  prince  v/iil  try  their  love. 
Their  valour  foon — And  you,  my  friend,  goodThealdy 
Attend  the  princefs  — Chear  thee,  Ekonora  ! 
I  cannot,  will  not,  leave  thee  long,  to  vex 
Thy  tender  foul  with  aggravated  fears, 

Theald. 
Behold  Daraxa,  the  falfe  fultan's  bride. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Eleonora,  Theald,  Daraxa, 

DaRAX  A. 

Princefs  o?  England,  let  me  Ihare  thy  grief. 
Whence  flow  thefe  tears  ?  and  what  this  wild  alarm. 
This  noife  of  murder  and  aflaflination  ? 

Eleonora. 
Alas !  the  prince  is  wounded  by  a  ruffian  j 
And  with  a  poifon'd  dagger,  as  I  fear. 
Yet  none  will  eafe  me  of  this  racking  thought — 
Nay,  tell  me,  Theald,  fmce  to  know  the  worll 
Is  oft  a  kind  of  miferable  comfort ; 
What  has  befal'n  the  prince  ?  For  this  flight  wound 
Could  never  thus  o'erc-aft  the  brave  with  terror. 

Theald, 
J  dare  not,  princefs,  dally  with  your  fate. 
An  impious  villain,  from  the  fultan  Selimy 
Pretended  to  the  prince  a  fecret  mefiage, 
Abor.t  the  peace  in  treaty.     Dreading  nought. 
He  left  us  here,  and  to  his  tent  retir'd. 
There  to  reteive  this  execrable  envoy. 
Strait  with  the  prince  alone,  the  fierce  affafrm 
Attempted  on  his  life  ;  but,  in  his  arm. 
He  took,  it  feems,  the  blow,  and  from  the  villain 
Wreflino;  the  dagger,  plung'd  it  to  his  heart. 

This 
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This  lafl:  we  faw,  aud  heard  the  inhuman  bigot> 
Who  deem'd  himfelf  a  martyr  in  their  caufe, 
Boafl,  as  he  d)M,  the  prince's  wound  was  poifon'd-*- 

Elhonor A. 
Then  all  I  fear'd  is  true  !  then  am  I  wretched> 
Beyond  even  hope ! 

Daraxa. 

A  villain  from  the  fultan  !— 

Eleonora. 
Ah  the  dillrading  thought !   And  is  my  life  ! 
iVIy  love  !  my  Edi.vard  !  on  the  brink  of  fate  ! 
Of  fate  that  may  this  moment  fnatch  him  from  me  ! 

Daraxa. 
What !  SeJhn  fend  aflaffins  r  and  beneath 
A  name  {o  facred  ?  Selim,  whofe  renown 
Js  incenfe  breathing  o'er  the  fweeten'd  eafl; 
For  each  humane,  each  generous  virtue  fam'd  j 
Selim!  the  rock  of  faith  !  and  fun  of  honour  ! 

Eleonora* 
O  complicated  woe  1  The  chriftian  caufe 
Has  now  no  more  a  patron,  and  reftorer ; 
England  no  more  a  prince,  in  whom  Die  plac'd 
Her  glory,  her  delight,  her  only  hope  ; 
Thefe  defolated  troops  no  more  a  chief; 
No  more  a  hu'fhand,  a  protedor,  I, 
A  friend,  a  lover !  and  my  helplefs  children 
No  more  a  father  ! 

Daraxa. 

Pardon,  gentle  princefs 

2  If 
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If  In  this  whirlwind  of  revolving  paifions. 
That  fnatch  my  foul  by  turns,  i  have  forgot 
To  pay  the  tribjte  which  I  owe  thy  forrows— 
But  I  myfelf.  alas !  am  more  unhappy  ! 

El  i  ONORA. 
What  woes  can  equal  mine?  who  lofe,  thus  vilely. 
The  bell !  the  braveft  !  lovelieft  of  mankind  I — 

Daraxa. 
You  only  lo/e  the  man  you  love,  but  Ij 
O  infupportable  !  mull  learn  to  l^at^, 
To/corn  what  once  was  all  my  pride  and  tranfport ! 
Should  E^ivard  die  by  this  accurfed  crime, 
(Which  Heaven  forbid)  he  dies  admir'd,  belov'd, 
In  the  full  bloom  of  fame  and  fpotlefs  honour. 
To  you,  the  daughter  of  illuftrious  grief. 
Your  tears  remain,  and  fadly-fweet  refleflion  ; 
You  with  his  image,  with  his  virtues,  Hill, 
Amidft  the  penfive  gloom,  may  converfe  hold  : 
While  I — Ah  !  nothing  meets  my  blafted  fight 
But  a  black  view  of  infamy  and  horror! 
What  is  the  lofs  of  life  to  lofs  of  virtue  ! — 
And  yet  how  can  this  heavenly  fpark  be  loll  ? 
No!  virtue  burns  with  an  immortal  flame. 
He  is  bely'd — fom.e  villain  has  abus'd  him. 
Theald. 

I  honour.  Madam,  this  your  virtuous  grief: 

But  that  the  fultan  did  employ  th'  aflaflin 

Is  pad  all  doubt— Behold  the  falfe  inllrudions, 

By 
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By" which  he  gain'd  admittance, 

[Gi'-ving  her  the  letter  the  prince  had dropt, 
Daraxa, 

Ha !— 'Tis  fo  ! 
His  hand  !  his  feal! — From  my  detefling  heart, 
I  tear  him  thus  for  ever! — Perifh,  Selim! 
Perifh  the  feeble  wretch,  who  more  bewails  him  ! 
That  were  to  fhare  his  guilt ! — Unhappy  princefs ! 
Now  let  me  turn  my  foul  to  thy  afliftance — 

There  is  a  cure,  'tis  true 

Eleonora. 

A  cure,  Daraxa  ! 

0  fay,  what  cure  ? 

Daraxa. 

No  ;  it  avails  not,  Madam ; 
None  can  be  found  to  rifque  it. 

ElEOIv'ORA. 

None  to  rifque  it  f 
Quick  tell  me  what  it  is,  my  dear  Daraxa, 

Daraxa. 
To  find  fome  perfon,  that,  with  friendly  lip. 
May  draw  the  poifon  forth  5  at  leaft,  its  rage 
And  mortal  fpirit.     This  will  bring  the  wound 
Within  the  power  of  art :   but  certain  death 
Attends  the  generous  deed. 

Eleonora,  kneeling. 

Then  hear  me,  Heaven  ! 
Prime  fource  of  love !  Ye  faints  and  angels,  hear  me  ! 

1  here  devote  me  for  the  bell  of  men, 

6  Of 
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Of  princes  and  of  hufbands.     On  this  crofs 
1  feal  the  cordial  vow  :  confirm  it  Heaven  ! 
And  grant  me  courage  in  the  hour  of  trial  I 
Theald. 

0  tendernefs  unequal'd  ! 

Daraxa. 

Glorious  princefs !  , 
Eleonora. 
Go,  Theald^  quickly  find  the  earl  of  Glojler, 
And  with  him  break  this  matter  to  the  princes 
As  for  the  perfon,  leave  that  tafk  to  me. 

1  with  Daraxa  will  your  call  attend ; 

O  all  ye  powers  oi  love,  your  influence  lend* 


the  End  of  the  Tirjl  Aa, 
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A  C  T     ir.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Gl-OSTER,    ThEALD. 

Gloster. 

NO,   Theali,  no  ;  he  never  will  confent — 
I  know  him  well;  he  ne'er  will  purchafe  liftj 
At  fuch  a  rite  :  befides,  in  aid  of  love. 
His  generous  pride  would  comej  and  deem  it  bafenefs. 

The  A  Lb. 
Then  is  yon  fun  his  laft.     The  blackning  wound 

Begins  already  to  confefs  the  poifon 

Meantime,  my  lord)  both  friendfl^ip  and  our  duty 
Demand,  at  leaft,  the  trial.     Well  I  knowj 
That,  poife  his  life  with  hers>  he  would  as  nothing 
Efteem  his  own  :  but  fure  the  life  of  thoufands. 
The  miiitjled  caufe  at  once  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Should  o'er  the  bed  the  deareft  life  prevail. 

Gloster. 
Alas  !  my  friend,  you  reafon,  Ed^vard  lo-ves. 
How  weak  the  head  contending  with  the  heart .' 
Yet  be  ihe  trial  made — Behold  he  comes. 

SCENE 


\ 
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SCENE    II. 
Edward,  Gloster,  Theali)!. 

Edward,  entering, 
O  thou  bright  fun  !  now  hall'ning  to  thofe  climeSj 
^hat  parent-ifle,  which  I  no  more  fhall  fee; 
And  for  whofe  welfare  oft  my  youthful  heart 
Has  vainly  form'd  fo  many  a  fond  defign  ; 

0  thither  bear,  refplendent  orb  of  day. 

To  that  dear  fpot  of  earth,  my  lall  farewel ! 

And  oh  !  eternal  Providence,  whofe  courfcj 
Amidll  the  various  maze  of  life,-is  fix'd 
By  boundlefs  wifdom,  and  by  bcundlefs  love, 

1  follow  thee,  with  refignation,  hope. 

With  confidence  and  joy  ;  for  thou  art  good. 
And  of  thy  rifing  goodnefs  is  no  end  ! 

Well  met,  my  deareft  friends ! — It  was  too  true. 
The  villain's  threatning,  and  I  nearly  touch 
T  hat  awful  hour  which  ev'ery  man  mufl:  provei 
Yet  every  man  Hill  fliifts  at  difrance.frotn  him. 
Come  then,  and  let  us  fill  the  fpace  between 
Thefe  lall  important  moraeixts,  whence  v/e  take 
Our  lateft  tinflure  for  eternity. 
With  folemn  converfe  and. exalting  friendfliip — 
l^?iy^— The  aid—  G/y/?cr— wound  me  not  with  tears 
With  tears  that  fall  o'er  venerable  checks ! 

C2  What 
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What  could  the  princefs  more;  —  Ah  !  there,  indeed. 
At  every  thought  of  her,  I  feel  a  weight, 
A  dieadful  weii^ht  of  tendernefs,  that  fliakes 
My  firmeft  refolution — Where  is  (he  ? 

Theald. 
She  burns  with  fond  impatience  to  attend  you. 

EinVAR  D. 

And  how,  brave  Ghjlevi  did  you  leave  the  camp  ? 

Glos-ter. 
The  camp,  Sir,  is  fecure  :  each  foldier  there 
From  indignation  draws  new  force  and  fpirit. 
O  'tis  a  glorious,  an  affeding  fight ! 
Thofe  furrow'd  cheeks  that  never  knew  before 
The  dew  of  tears,  now  in  a  copious  Ihower 
Are  bath'd.    Around  your  tent  they,  anxious,  crowd, 
Rank  over  rank:  fome  prefling  for  a  look  j 
Some  fadly  mufing,. with  dejeded  eye; 
Some,  on  their  knees,  preferring  vows  to  heaven  ; 
And,  with  extended  arm,  fome  breathing  vengeance. 
"  Bafe  SaraccnSy  they  cry,  perfidious  cowards  ! 
**  But  blood  Ihall  walh  out  blood— Ah!  poor  atone- 
ment, 
*•  Did  the  whole  bleeding  city  fall  a  vidini  !" 

Edward. 
Alas,  that  to  repay  their  faithful  love 
I  cannot  live  ! — Yet  moderate  their  zeal  ; 
And  let  the  fword  of  jullice  only  flrike 
The  faithlefs  Selim,  and  his  guilty  council. 
My  new-departed  fpirit,  juft  efcap'd 
From  the  low  fev'riih  pafiions  of  this  life, 

Would 
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Would  srieve  to  fee  the  blood  of  innocence 
With  that  of  guilt  confounded,  Itain  my  toinb. 

Theai.d. 
Permit  me,  Sir,  the  hope,  that  you  yourfelf— — 
I  fpeak  it  on  juft  caufe— may  live  to  puniih 
1  his  breach  of  all  the  facred  rights  of  men. 

Edv/a  rd. 
Why  will  you  turn  my  thoughts,  from  earth  enlarg'd, 
To  foft  enfeebiifig  views  of  life  again  ? 

T  H  E  A  L  D . 

Not  to  a  vain  defire  of  life,  my  lord, 

]  would  recal  them  ;  but  infpire  each  hope, 

Advife  each  poflibility  to  dve  it. 

And  there  is  yet  a  remedy. 

Edward. 

Delufion  ! 

Theald. 
The  fair  Arabian  princefs  mention'd  one. 

Edward. 
She  one  ! — Daraxa  ! — foniething  to  complete 
Her  lover's  crime. 

Theald. 
You  could  not  wrong  her  thus, 
Had  you  beheld  the  tempeil  of  her  foul. 
Her  grief,  her  rage,  confafion,  when  llie  heard 
Of  Sellm\  bafenefs ;  had  you  feen  that  honour, 
That  glorious  fire  which  darted  from  her  eyes; 
'Till  in  a  flood  of  virtuous  forrow  funk 
Shealmoft  equal'd  Eleoncraz  tears. 

C  3  Edward, 
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Edward. 
What  was  it  flie  propos'd  ? 

It  was,  my  lord. 
To  Snd  fome  pevfon,  who,  with  friendly  lip, 
iViight  draw  the  deadly  fpirit— — 
Edv/ard. 

I  have  heard 
Of  iuch  a  cure ;  but  is  it  not,  good  Thsald^ 
An  atlion  fatal  to  the  kind  performer  ? 

Th£AT,D. 

Yes,  fiirely  ftUal. 

Edward. 
Name  it  then  no  more. 
I  flioiild  defpife  the  paltry  life  it  purchas'd. 
Befides.  what  mortal  can  difpofe  fo  rafhly 
Of  his  own  life  ?  Talk  not  of  low  condition, 
iAnd  of  my  public  rank  :  when  life  or  death 
Becomes  the  queftion,  all  dirtiniflions  vanifh  j 
Then  the  firll  monarch  and  the  lowell  ilave 
On  the  fame  level  Hand,  in  this  the  fojis 
Of  exjiiai  Nature  all, 

Theald. 

Allow  me,  Sir,  "^ 

If  'tis  a  certain,  an  eftabiiOi'd  duty, 
Than  duty  more,  the  height  of  human  virtiae, 
To  facrifice  a  tranfitory  life. 


Fo« 
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For  that  kind  fource  from  whence  it  is  deriv'd. 

And  all  its  guarded  joys,  ourdearell  country  ; 

It  may  be  juftly  facrific'd  for  thofe 

Cn  whom  depends  the  welfare  of  the  public 

And  there  is  one,  my  lord,  who  ftands  devoted. 

By  folemn  and  irrevocable  vows. 

To  die  for  you. 

Edward. 
To  die  for  me!— Kind  Nature  ! 
Thanks  to  thy  forming  hand,  I  can  niyfelf, 
Chearful,  fuitain  to  pay  this  debt  I  owe  thee. 
Without  the  borrow'd  fufFerings  of  another. 
No,  Theald,  urge  this  argument  no  more. 
I  love  not  life  to  that  degree,  to  purchafe. 
By  the  fure  death  of  feme  brave  guiklefs  friend, 
A  few  uncertain  days,  that  often  rife. 
Like  this,  ferene  and  gay,,  when,  with  fwift  wing, 
A  moment  wraps  them  in  difaflrous  fate. 

Gloster. 
Did  we  confult  to  fave  your  fingle  life, 
Was  that  the  prefent  queflion,  thy  refufal 
Were  juft,  were  generous.  But,  my  lord,  this  perfon, 
Who-  flands  for  you  devoted,  ftiould,  in  that, 
Be  deem'd  devoted  for  the  chriftian  caufe, 
The  common  caufe  q{  Europe  and  thy  country ; 
Dies  for  the  brave  companions  of  thy  fortune. 
Who  weeping  now  around  thy  tent  conjure  thee 
To  live  for  them,  and  England'^  promis'd  glory, 
O  fave  our  country,  Ediuard !  fave  a  nation, 

C  4  The 
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'She  chofen  land,  the  laft  retreat  of  freedom, 
Amida  a  world  enflav'd  I — Caft  back  thy  A-iew, 
And  trace  from  farthefl  times  her  old  renown. 
Think  of  ihe  blood  t'Kat,  to  maintain  her  rights,' 
And  guard  her  flielteririg  laws,  hai  flow'd  in  battle. 
Or  on  the  patriot's  fcafFold.     Think  what  cares, 
V\'hat  vigilance,  what  toils,  what  bright  contention^- 
In  councils,  camps,  and  weil-difputed  leuatcs. 
It  colt  our  generous  anceirors,  to  raife 
A  matchlefs  plan  of  freedohi  r  whence  we  fhine, 
Even  in  the  jealous  eye  of  hoflile  nations. 
The  happleft  of  matfkiri'd.— Then Teeall  this. 
This  virtue, 'wifdom,  toil  and  blood  of  ages, 
reh-'iJ  ic  reiidy  to  be  loft  for  ever. 

ill  'tiiis  tmbortant,  this  decifive  hour, 
Cn  thee,  and  thee  alone,  our  weeping  country 
Tin-Vw"  her  diftrcfs fill  eye  ;  to  thee  fhe  calls, 
And  with  a  helplefs  parent's  piercing  .voice. 
Wilt  thou  not  live  for  her  ?  for  her  fubdue 
A  graceful  pride',  I  own,'  but  ftill  a  pride,      , 
That  more  becomes  .thy  courage  and  thy  youtk 
Tiia-ri^byth  aiid  public  ftation  ?  Nay,  for  her, 
Say,  wouldH  thou  not  refign  the,dearell  paQions  ? 

Edward. 

0,  thefe  is  nothing,  which  for  thee,  my  country, 

1,  in  my'propef  perfon,  cculd;not-fufrer ! 
But  tfins  to  fculk'  behind  another's  life, 
'Tis  What-I.  "have  not  coiirage  to  firpport. 
It  makes  a' kind  of  coward  -of  me,-  G/o/?er. 

'-^  But 
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But  let  me  fee  this  friend,  whofe  generous  virtue 
Fxceeds  what  even  my  favourable  thoughts 
Had  imag'd  in  the  felhfh  race  of  man. 
The  purpofe  claims  the  merit  of  the  deed  ; 
And  ere  I  dig  I  mufl  requite  his  friendihip. 
Condudl  him  hither,  Thcald. 


SCENE     III.. 

Edward,  Gloster. 

Edward. 
Ah,  my  Glcjler, 
Tou  have  not  touch'd  on  fomething  that  here  pleads 
For  longer  life,  beyond  the  force  of  reafon. 
Perhaps  too  powerful  pleads — my  Ekoncral 
To  thee,  my  friend,  1  will  not  be  afham'd 
Even  to  avow  my  love  in  all  its  fondnefs. 
For  oh  there  fhines  in  this  my  dearer  felf ! 
This  partner  of  my  foul !   fuch  a  mild  light: 
Gf  carelefs  charms,  of  unafFedted  beauty,. 
Such  more  than  beauty,  fuch  endearing  goodnefs,. 
That  when  I  meet  her  eye,  where  cordial  faith, 
And  every  gentle  virtue  mix  their  luflre, 
I  feel  a  tranfport  that  partakes  of  anguifh  ! 
How  fnall  I  then  behold  her,  on  the  point. 
To,  leave  her,  Glojltr,  in  a  diftant  land  i 

C  5  For 
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For  ever  in  a  ftormy  world  to  leave  her  ? 
There  is  no  mifery  to  be  fear'd  like  that 
Which  from  our  greatell  happinefs  proceeds! 


SCENE    IV. 

Edward,  GlosTer,  Theald  prefenting  the 
prlncefs  Eleonora  m  the  per  Jon  he  went  /<?' 
brings  Daraxa. 

Edward. 
O  Heaven  !— what  do  I  fee  ? — I  am  betray'd  !— 

\^urning  anvay., 
El  EON  OK  A, 
Zdivard  I 

Edward. 
O,  'tis  too  much  !  O  fpare  me.  Nature  ? 
Fleonora. 
Hot  look  upon  me,  Edivard? 
Edward. 

Eleonora  ! 
Kow  on  this  dreadful  errand  canll  thou  come  ? 
Eleonora. 

Behold  me  kneel 

Edward. 
Why  kneel  you,  beil  of  w^men! 
Vou  ne'er  offended,  ne'er  in  thought  offended  ! 
Thou  art  all  truth,  and  love,  and  angel-goodnefs ! 
i,  Why 
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Why  do  you  kneel  ?  O  rife,  my  Eleonoral 

E.LEONORA, 

Let  me. fulfil  my  vow. 

Edward, 
O  never  I  never  ? 
El e p  n  o r  a  , . 
Let  me  preferve  a  life,  in  which  is  wrapt 
The  life  of  thoufands,  dearer  than  my  own  f 
Live  thou,  and  let  me  die  for  thee,  my  Ednx:ard  ! 

Edward,  . 
Eor  me  ! — thy  words  are  daggers  to  my  foul. 
And  wouldft  thou  have  me  then  thus  meanly  fave 
A  defplcable  life  ?  a  life  expos'd 
To  that  worft  torment,  to  my  own  contempt ! 
A  life  ftill  haunted  by  the  cruel  image. 
Of  thy  laft  pangs,  thy  agonizing  throws, 
The  dire  convullions  of  thefe  tender  limbs  j 
And  all  for  one — O  infamy  ! — for  one, 
Ey  love,  by  duty  bound,  each  manly  tie. 
Even  by  a  peafant's  honour  to  protect  thee  ? 
Yet  this,  tho'  ihong,  invincible,  is  nought 
To  what  ray  wounded  tendernefs  could  urge 
Againft  thy  dire  requeft — But  ihould  Fate  demand; 
The  life  we  love,  then,  then,  we  mull  exert 
The  greateil  a(l  of  human  refignation, 
We  muft  fubmit.     But  wouldit  thou  have  me,  ^ixf., 
Doom  thee  myfelf  ?  with  voluntary  choice. 
Nay,  by  a  barbarous  crime,  untimely  fnatch 
1  his  worit  of  ills  r  Would  Ekonora  make  me 

C  6  Of- 
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Of  all  mankind  the  moft  completely  wretched  ? 

Eleonora. 
riead  not  the  voice  of  honour.     Well  I  know, 
There  is  no  danger,  pain,  no  form  of  death. 
Thou  wouldft  not  meet  with  tranfport  to  proted  me. 
Eut  I,  alas !  an  unimportant  watnan, 
\\  hofe  only  boaft  and  merit  is  to  love  thee  ; 
Ah,  what  am  I,  with  namelefs  numbers  weigh'd  ? 
"With  myriads  yet  unborn  ?  AH  ranks,  all  ages, 
All  arts,  all  virtues,  aJl  a  Itate  comprizes  ? 
T  hefe  have^ahiglVe'r  claim  to  thy  prote<5Uon. 
Live  then  for  ihem.— O  make  a  generous  effort !     - 
Wjiat  none  but  heroes  can,  bid  the  feft  paffions 
The  private  floop  to  thofe  thac  grafp  the  public. 
Live  to  pofiefs  die  pleafure  of  a  God, 
To  blefs  a  people  truftcd  to  thy  care; 
Live  to  fulfil  thy  long  career  of  glory. 
But  juft  begun.     To  die  for  thee  be  mine. 
I  ne'er  can  find  a  brighter,  happier  fate  :  ' 

And  fate  will  come  at  laft,  inglorious  fate  ! 
O  grudge  me  not  a  portion  of  thy  fame  1 
A?  join'd  in  love,  O.  raife  me  to  thy  glory  ' 
Edward. 

In  vain  iS  all  thy  eloquence.  ■  The  more 

Thou  wouldft'perfuade,  I  with  encrealing  horror, 

LJy  fromllhy  purpofe.  ■ 

fLEONO;^A. 

Doll  thou  love  me,  Ea'ivard? 

ElJWARD, 
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Edward. 
Oh  ! — If  I  love  thee  ? — Witnefa  heaven  and  earth- !i-. 
y\ng€ls  of  death  that  hover  round  me,  witnefs ! 
Witnefs  thefe  blinded  eyes,  thefe  trembling  armsy^ 
This  heart  that  beats  unatterable  fondnefs,^  ^T 

To  what  an.  agony  1  love  thee -r,t;  ^^loil  y  ,  '^ 

Eleonora.       '3  fn-<  1- 
Theiv 
Thou  fure  wilt  fave  me  from  the  vvorll  of  pains. 

Edward. 

0  that  I  could  from  all  engrofs  thy  fufFerings  ! 
Pain  felt  for  thee  were  pleafure  ! 

Ele.okora. 

Hear  me,  Ed-aiartl. 

1  fpeak  the  ftridcft  truth,  no  flight  of  pafficn, 
I  fpeak  my  naked  heart. — To  die,  I  own. 

Is  a  dread  pafTage,  terrible  to  Nature, 

Chiefly  to  thofe  who  have,  like  me,  been  happy.— 

Butr  to  furvive  thee — O,  'tis  greatly  worfe  ! 

'Tis  a  continual  death  !  I  cannot  bear 

The  \^xy  thought — O  leave  me  not  behind  thee! 

Edward. 
Since  nought  can  alter  my  determin'd  breaft. 
Why  doft  thou  pierce  m.e  with  this  killing  image  ? 

ElHOKORA. 

Ah  !  felfifh  that  thou  art !  with  thee  the  toil. 
The  tedious  toll  of  life  will  foou  be  o'er  ; 
Thou  fooa  wilt  hide  thee  in  the  quiet  grave : 
While  I,  a  lonely  widow,  with  my  orphans, 

Am 
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Am  left  defencclefs  to  a  troubled  world, 

A  falfe,  ungrateful,  and  injurious  world  !— — 

Oh  !  if  thou  lov'll  me,  Ed-xKiard,  I  conjure  thee^. 

By  that  celelHal  flame  which  blends  our  fouls  1 

By  all  a  tiither,  all  a  mother  feels  ! 

By  every  holy  tentlernefs,  I  charge  thee  ! 

Live  to  proted  the  pledges  of  our  love,. 

Our  children  !— 

Edward* 
Oh! 

Elecnora.. 

Our  young,  our  helplefs' 

Edwardo. 

Ch!  — 
"Diftra^lion ! — Lef  me  go  ! 

Eleonora. 

Nay,  drag  me  with  thee— — 
To  the  kind  tomb — Thou  canfl:  not  leave  our  children ! . 
Expos'd,  by  being  thine,  beyond  the  loweft  ! 
Surrounded  with  the  perils  of  a  throne  !• — 

Edwardj 

Cruel !  no  more  embitter  thus  ourlaft, 

Our  parting  momeiits !   Set  no  more  the  terrors 

Cf  thefe  belt  paffions  in  array  againft  me  ! 

For  by  that  Power,  I  fwear.  Father  of  life !  ■ 

Whofe  univerfal  love  embraces  all 

T  hat  breathes  this  ample  air  ;  whofe  perfe<^  wifddm 

Brings  light  from  darkncfs,  and  from  evil  good  ; 

To 
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To  whom  I  recommend  thee,  and  my  children:- 
By  him  I  fwear !  I  never  will  fubmit 
To  what  thy  horrid  tendernefs  propofes !' 
Gloster, 

My  lord 

Edward. 
Oh  ! — thefe  emotions  are  too  much— 
I  feel  a  heavy  languor  Ileal  upon  me  : 
The  working  poifon  clogs  the  fprings  of  life. 
Condufl  me  to  my  couch — Ah  !  Eleonora  ! 
\i  we  ne'er  meet  again — This  one  embrace — 
Yet  fink  not  to  defpair — Heaven  may  preferve  ms 
By  means  fuperior  to  all  human  hope. 

Eleonora, 
i  will  not,  cannot  quit  thee  !■ 


S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Eleonora,  Daraxa,. 

DaR  AXA. 

Princcfs,  flay. 
Think  not  the  hand  of  death  is  yet  upon  him, 
Refiftlefs  fleep  will  firll  opprefs  his  fenfes. 
Before  the  laft  convulfive  pangs  come  on  ; 
For  fo  the  numming  poifon  oft  begins 

To  fprcad  its  daik  malignity. 

Eleonora. 
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Elkonor'a. 

Ha  1— Sleep  ?  — 
Then  \s  the  time -Thanks  to  infpiring  Hcavea-! 
But  come,  and  ere  the  venom  finlc  too  deep, 
Swift  let  me  feize  the  nivouring  hour  of  ileep.. 


'Tve  E>»d  of  the  Seccut  Jff. 
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ACT     in.     SCENE     I. 

Gloster, 

O  Miracle  of  love!  O  wond'rous  pnncefs  f 
'Tis  fuch  as  thou,  uho  keep  the  gentle  fiame, 
That  animates  fociety,  alive, 
Who  make  the  dwellings  of  mankind  delightful. 
What  is  vain  life?  an  idle  fiight  of  days, 
A  Uill-delufive  round  of  fickly  joys, 
A  fcene,  of  little  cares  and  trifling  pafiions, 
Jf  n'Tt  ennobled  by  fuch  deeds  of  virtue  ? 
And  yet  this'  matchlefs  virtue  !  what  avails  it  ? 
Th'  affliding  angel  has  forfook  the 'prince. 
And  nov^  pours  out  his  terrors  on  the  princefs, 
Forfook  him,  faid  I  ?-^No ;  he  mull  awake 
To  keener  evils  than  the  body  kno\vs, 
Which  minds  alone,  and  generb\js  minds  can  feel. 
O  Virtue  !  Virtue  I  as  thy  joys  excel. 
So  are  thy  woes  tranfcendent ;   the  grofs  world 
Knows  not  the  blifs  or  mifery  of  either — 

The  prince  forfakes  his  couch — He  Teems  renew'd 
In  health — Ah,  fhort  deceitful  gleam  of'eafe  1' 


SCENE 


EDWARD    and  | 


S  C  E  N  E    II. 
Edward,  Gloster. 

Edward,  ad'var.cing  from  his  couch. 

Hail  to  the  freflier  earth  and  brighter  day ! 
I  feel  me  lighten'd  of  the  raortal  load 
That  lay  upon  my  fpirite.     This  kind  fleep 
Has  flicd  a  balmy  quiet  thro'  my  veins. 
Whence  this  ami^zing  change  ?— — — 

Bat  be  my  firll  chief  care,  Author  of  good  ! 
To  bend  my  foul  in  gratitude  to  thee ! 
Thou,  when  blind  mortals  wander  thro*  the  deeps 
Of  comfortlefs  defpair,  with  timely  hand, 
Invif;ble,  and  by  unthought-of  ways, 
Thus  lead'il  them  forth  into  thy  light  again, 

Gloster. 
How  fares  my  lord,  the  prince  ? 
Edward. 

To  health  reflor'd. 
Only  a  kind  of  laffitude  remains, 
A  not  unpleafing  weaknefs  hangs  upon  me  ; 
I-ike  the  foft  trembling  of  the  fettled  deep,. 
After  a  Horm. 

Gloster. 
Father  of  health  be  prais'd  ! 

Edward. 
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-  Edward. 
The  moment  that  I  funk  upon  my  couch, 
A  Tick  and  troubled  flumber  fell  upon  me ; 
Chaos  of  gloomy  unconnefced  thought! 
That, in  black  eddy  whirl'd,  made  fleep  more  dreadful 
Than  the  v/orll  waking  pang.     While  thus  I  tou'd. 
Ready  to  bid  fare^el  to  fu.Tering  clay, 
Methought  an  angel  came  and  touch'd  my  wound. 
At  this  the  parting  gloom  clear'd  up  apace ; 
My  (lumbers  foften'd  j  and,  with  health,  return'd 
Serenity  of  mind,  and  order'd  thought, 
And  fair  ideas  gladdening  all  the  foul. 
Aerial  mufic  too,  by  fancy  heard, 
Sooth'd  my  late  pangs  and  harmoniz'd  my  breail. 
Thro'  fhades  of  blifs  I  walk'd,  where  heavenly  forms 
Sung  to  their  lutes  my  Ekonoras  love — 
But  where  is  (he  ?  the  glory  of  her  fex  ! 
O  dearer,  juftly  dearer,  far  than  ever  ! 
Quick,  let  me  find  her,  pour  into  her  bolbm 
My  full  full  foul,  with  tendernefs  o'ercharg'd. 
With  glad  furprife,  with  gratitude  and  wonder.— 

Ha  !  why  this  filence  ?  this  dejedted  look  ? 
You  call  a  drooping  eye  upon  the  ground. 
Where  is  the  princefs  ? 

Gl.OSTER. 

She,  my  lord,  repofes. 
Edward. 
Repofes !— No  !— It  is  not  likely,  Glojier, 

That 
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That  (he  would  yield  hef  weeping  eyes  to  fleep. 
While  I  lay  there  in  agonies — away  ! 
I  am  too  feeble  then  to  know  the  truth. 
Say,  is  file  well  ? 

GlOSTFR. 

Now  (how  thy  courage,  Ed-Mard- 
Edward. 
O  all  my  fears  !  I  fnall  flart  out  to  madnefsl 
What  1— while  I  llept  ? 

Gloster, 

Yes-^— 

> 

Edwa!'.  n, 

Mifery  !  diltraftion  t 
My  peace,  my  honour  is  betray'd  for  ever! 
Clove  !  O  fhame  !  O  murder'd  Ekonora  / 


SCENE     III. 

Gloster. 
Unhappy  prince  I  go  find  thy  Elecnora, 
And  in  heart-eafing  grief  exhale  thy  paffion  : 
/ill  other  comfort,  now,  were  to  talk  down 
The  winds  and  raging  feas. — But  yonder  coines 
Th'  A  adidn  princefs.     Frooi  her  tears  I  leara 
The  moving  fcene  within. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Gloster,  Daraxa,  a  MeJJenger frotn  Selim, 
attending  at  fome  dijlance, 

t)  A  R  A  X  A . 

O  !  'tis  too  much!  ' 

I  can  no  more  fupport  it. 

Gloster. 

Generous  mourner, 
Hovv  is  it  with  the  princefs  Ekonora? 

Daraxa. 
Struck  by  the  poifon  on  her  couch  fhe  lies, 
A  rofe  foft-drooping  in  Sabean  vales, 
Beneath  the  fiery  dog-ilar's  noxious  rage, 
O  chriiUan  chief.  I  never  fliall  forget 
The  fcene  thefe  melting  eyes  have  juft  beheld, 
With  minoled  tears  of  tendernefs  and  wonder, 

Gloster. 
How  was  ir,  Madam  ? 

D  A  S  A  X  A 

When  this  pride  of  women, 
This  beil  of  vvires,  which  in  his  radiant  courfe 
The  fun  beholds,  when  firil  fhe,  fickcning,  felt 
Th'  imperious  fummons  of  approaching  fate, 
All  rob'd  in  fpotlefs  white  flie  fought  the  altar; 
And,  proftratc  there,  for  her  departing  foul, 

The 
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The  prince  her  hufband,  and  her  orphan- childl-en. 
Implor'd  th'  Eternal  Mind* — As  yet  fhe  held 
Her  fwelling  tears,  and  in  her  bofom  kept 
Her  fighs  reprefs'd  :  nor  did  the  near  approach 
Of  the  pale  king  of  terrors  dim  her  beauty  ; 
No,  rather  adding  to  her  charraS)  it  breath'd 
A  certain  mournful  fweetnefs  thro'  her  features. 
But  as  th'  increafing  bane  mere  defperate  grew, 
Wild  to  her  bed  fhe  rufh'd,  and  then,  indeed, 
The  lovely  fountains  of  her  eyes  were  open'd, 
Then  flow'd  her  tears. — "  Connubial  bed,  fhe  cry'ds 
"  Chafte  witnefs  of  my  tendernefs  for  him, 
'*  To  fave  whofe  life  I  unrepining  die 
"  In  bloom  of  youth,  farewell — Thou  (haltj  perhaps^i 
"  Receive  a  fairer,  a  more  happy  bride  ; 
*'  But  never  a  more  faithful,  never  one 
*'  Who  loves  her  hulhand  with  a  fonder  paffioh." 
Here  flow'd  her  tears  afrefli  ;  v.ith  burning  lip 
She  prefs'd  the  humid  couch,  and  wept  again. 
Ax.  laft,  while  weary  forrow  paus'd,  fhe  rofe. 
And,  fearing  lefl  immediate  death  might  feize  her^ 
Demanded  to  be  led  to  fee  the  prince  ; 
But  fear  of  chafing  from  his  eyes,  too  foon, 
The  falutary  fleep  that  heard  his  pangs, 
Refirain'd  her  trembling  footfteps.    On  her  couch, 
Abandon'd  to  defpairj  iTie  funk  anew. 
And  for  her  children  call'd.     Her  children  came. 
A  while,  fupported  on  her  arm,  fhe  eyd  them. 
With  tears  purfuing  tears  a-down  her  cheek,  . 

With 
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With  all  the  fpeechlefs  mifery  of  woe — 

I  fee  her  ftill — O  God  !  — the  powerful  Image 

DIfiblves  me  into  tears  ! 

Gloster. 
Madam,  proceed. 
Such  teai-s  aj-e  virtue^  and  excel  the  joys 
Of  wanton  pride. 

D  A  R  A  X  A  . 

Then,  ftarting  up,  (lie  went 
To  fnatch  them  to  a  mother's  lafl:  embrace  ; 
Vv'^hen  ftrait  reflefling  that  the  piercing  poifon 
Might  taint  their  tender  years,  ihe  fudden  flirunk 
Wich  horror  back — "  O  wretched  Eleonora  ! 
"  (She  weeping  cry'd)  and  rnuft  I  then  not  tafte 
'•  The  poor  remaining  comfort  of  the  dying, 
"  To  fee  a  huihand,  clafp  my  deareft  children, 
"  And  mix  my  parting  foul  with  theirs  1  lover'* 
Her  fad  attendants,  that  till  then  had  mourn'd 
In  filent  forrow  all,  at  This,  gave  way 
To  loud  laments — She  rais'd  her  languid  eye, 
And  calling  on  them  round  a  gracious  fmile. 
To  each  by  name  (he  call'd,  even  to  the  lov/ell:. 
To  each  extended  mild  her  friendly  hand. 
Gave,  and,  by  turns,  rcceiv'd  a  lall  farewel. 
Such  is  the  dreadful  fcene  from  which  I  come. 

Gloster. 
How  heighten'd  now  with  Edwarci's  mingled  woes  ! 
Why  are  my  lingering  years  referv'd  for  this  ? 

D.  raxa. 
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Daraxa. 
Come  nearer,  you,  the  meflenger  of  Se/im, 
And  bear  him  back  this  anfwer — Mis  chief  airai 
He  fays,  in  Hooping  to  folicit  peace. 
Was  from  the  chains  of  iniidels  to  fave  me. 
What !  was  it  then  to  rcfcue  me  he  fent, 
Beneath  an  a!I-rever'd  and  facred  name. 
Beneath  the  fhelter  of  his  hand  and  feal, 
A  murdering  wretch,  a  facrilegious  bigot. 
To  flab  at  once  the  gallant  prince  of  England, 
And  public  faith  ?  nay,  with  a  poifon'd  dagger 
(Such  his  inhuman  cowardice)  to  ftab  him  ? 
So  well,  'tis  true,  he  judg'd;  the  chriflian  prince 
Kad  now  been  mingled  with  the  harmlefs  dead  } 
If  his  bright  princefs,  glorious  Elconcrr., 
Had  not  redeem'd  his  dearer  life  with  hers. 
You  heard  in  what  extremity  fhe  lies. 
Go,  tell  the  tyrant  then — O  heaven  and  earth  ! 

0  vanity  of  virtue  !  that  Daraxa 

Should  e'er  to  SeUtn  fend  fo  fell  a  mefTage  ■    ■  ■ 

1  will  fupprefs  its  bitternefs — Yet  tell  him. 
This  crime  has  plac'd  eternal  bars  between  us. 

See  my  lail  tear  to  love Arabian  wilds 

Shall  bury  'midit  their  rocks  the  loft  Daraxa, 
Away  ! 

Gloster. 
Behold,  they  bear  this  way  the  princefs, 
Once  more  to  tafte  the  fweetnefs  of  the  fun. 
Ere  yet  to  mortal  light  fhe  bid  farewel. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Gloster,  Daraxa,  Theald,  Edward, 
Eleonora  borne  in  by  her  Attendants  on  a 
couch. 

E LEONORA,  entering, 
A  little  on,  a  little  further  on, 
Bear  me,  my  friends,  into  the  cooling  air, 
O  chearful  fun  !  O  vital  light  of  day  I 

Edward. 
That  fun  Is  witnefs  of  our  matchlefs  woes. 

Is  witnefs  of  our  innocence Alas ! 

What  have  we  done  to  merit  this  difafler  ? 

ElE'    NO"  A, 

0  earth  !  O  genial  roofs  !  O  the  dear  coafi: 

Of  Albion'' s  ifle  !  which  I  no  more  Ihall  fee !— — 

Edward. 
Nay,  yield  not  to  thy  weaknefs,  Eleonora  ! 
Suftain  thyfelf  a  little,  nor  defert  me! 
Th'  all-ruling  Goodnefs  may  relieve  us  flill. 

El:  ono.<  a. 
Ednuard!  I  tremble  !  terror  feizes  on  me  ' 
Thro'  the  rent  veil  of  yon  furrounding  (ky, 

1  had  a  glimpfe,  I  faw  th'  eternal  world. 
They  call,  they  urge  me  hence-  Ves,   I  obey. 
But  O  forgive  me,  Heaven  !  if 'tis  with  pain. 
With  agonies,  I  tear  my  foul  from  his! 

Vol.  IV.  D  Eov/a. 
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Edward. 
Heavens !  what  I  fufFer ! — Flow  thy  plaintive  voice 
Shoots  anguifh  thro'  my  foul ! 
Eleonora. 

Some  Power  unfeen — 
Thy  hand,  my  Ednvar d—{ome.  dark  power  unfeen 
Js  dragging  me  away — O  yet  a  little, 
A  little,  fpare  me  ! — Ah  !  how  fhall  I  leave 
My  weeping  friends,  my  hulband  and  my  children? 

Edwa  rd. 
Unhappy  friends  !  O  greatly  wretched  hufband  ! 
And  O  poor  carelefs  orphans,  who  not  feel 
The  depth  of  your  misfortune  ! 

Eleonora. 

Lay  me  down  % 
Soft,  lay  me  down — my  powers  are  all  dilTolv'd — 
A  little  forward  bend  me — Oh  ! 
Edward. 

Oh  Heav'n  ! 
How  that  foft  frame  is  torn  with  cruel  pangs ! 
Pangs  robb'd  from  me  ! 

Eleonora. 
'Tis  thence  they  borrow  eafe — ■ 
My  children  !  O  my  children  '  you  no  more 
Have  now  a  mother  ;  now,  alas  !   no  more 
Have  you  a  mother.  O  my  haplefs  children  ! 

Edward. 
What. do  i  hear!  What  defolatino- words 
Are  thefe  ?  more  bittec  than  a  thoufand  deaths ! 

z  Death  . 
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Death  to  my  foul  !  Call  up  thy  failing  fplrit, 
y\nd  leave  me  not  to  mifery  and  ruin  ! 

E  LEONORA. 

Edtvm-d,  I  feel  an  interval  of  eafe: 
And,  ere  I  die,  have  fomething  to  impart 
That  will  relieve  my  fufferings. 
Edward. 

Speak,  my  foul ! 
Speak  thy  defire  :  I  llv^e  but  to  fulfil  it. 

E  L  t  o  i\  O  R  A . 

Thou  feeft  in  what  a  hopelefs  ftate  1  lie, 

1  jvho  this  morning  rofe  in  pride  of  youth, 

High-blocming,  promis'd  many  happy  years. 

Idie  for  thee,  I  felf  devoted  die. 

Think  not,  from  this,  that  I  repent  my  vow : 

Or  that,  with  little  vanity,  I  boafl:  it : 

No  ;  what  I  did  from  iinrepenting  love 

I  chearful  did,  from  love  that  knows  no  fear. 

No  pain,  no  weak  remlfllon  of  its  ardour. 

And  what,  alas !  vvhat  was  it  but  the  diftate 

Of  honour  and  of  duty  ?  nay,  'twas  felfiih. 

To  fave  me  from  unfuiferable  pain, 

From  dragging  here  a  wretched  life  without  thee. 

Two  fears  yet  Hand  betwixt  my  foul  and  peace. 

One  ir,  for  thee,  left  thou  difturb  my  grave 

With  tears  of  wild  defpair.     Grieve  not  like  thcfe 

Who  have  no  hope,     ^^'e  yet  fhall  meet  again  ; 

We  ftill  are  in  a  kind  Creator's  hand  ; 

Eternal  Goodnefs  reigns.     Befides,  this  parting, 

This  parting,  Edward,  m.uft  have  come  at  lail, 
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When  years  of  friendfhip  had,  perhaps,  exalted 
Our  love,  if  that  can  be,  to  keener  anguiili. 
Think  what  thy  ftation,   what  thy  fame  demanded ; 
Nor  yield  thy  virtue  even  to  worthy  paflions. 
My  other  care — my  other  care  is  idle 
From  that  thy  equal  tendernefs  with  mine. 
Thy  love  and  generofity  fecure  me. 
Our  children- — — 

Edward. 
Yes,  I  penetrate  thy  fear. 
But  hear  me,  dying  fweetnefs !  On  this  hand. 
This  cold  pale  hand  1  vow,  our  children  never, 
Shall  never  call  another  by  the  name 
Sacred  to  thee  ;  my  Ekonora's  children 
Shall  never  feel  the  hateful  power  thou  fear'ft. 
As  one  in  life,  fo  death  cannot  divide  us. 
Nor  high  defcent,  nor  beauty,  nought  that  woman. 
In  her  unbounded  vanity  of  heart,' 
Can  wifh,  Ihall  ever  tempt  my  faith  from  thee. 
Shall  Qvtr,  faid  1  ?   Piteous  boaft  indeed  ! 
O  nothing  can  ! — I  Hiould  be  grofs  of  heart, 
Taflelefs  and  dull  as  earth,  to  think  with  patience. 
Without  abhorrence,  of  a  fecond  Hymen. 
Where  can  I  find  fuch  beauty  ?  Where  fuch  grace. 
The  foul  of  beauty  ?  where  fuch  winning  charms  ? 
Where  fuch  a  fofc  divinity  of  goodnefs  ? 
Such  faith?  fuch  love  ?  fuch  tendernefs  uneqiial'd  ? 
S  uch  all  that  f  leaven  could  give— to  make  me  wretched! 
Talk  not  of  comfort — Into  what  a  gulph 
A  lone  abyfs  of  mifery  I  fall, 

3  The 


E  L  E  O  N  O  R  A.  5^ 

TKe  rnoment  that  I  lofe  thee — OK  !  I  knaw  not! 
I  dare  not  think  !  —  But  thefe  unhappy  orphans— 
Ah  the  dire  caufe  that  makes  it  double  duty— — * 
Shall  now  be  doubly  mine  ;  to  fhelter  them, 
Thefe  pledges  of  our  love,  I  will  attempt 
To  brave  the  horrors  of  loath'd  life  without  thee. 

Eleonora, 
Enough!  it  is  enough  !  On  this  condltioa 
Receive  them  from  my  hands. 
Edward. 

Dear  hands !  dear  gift ! 
Dear,  precious,  dying,  miferable  gift ! 
With  tranfport  once  receiv'd,  but  now  with  anguifh  I 

Eleonora, 
All-foft'ning  time  will  heal  my  woes.     The  dead 
Soon  leave  the  paffions  of  the  living  free. 

Edward. 
Detelled  life  ! — O  take  me,  take  me  with  thee  t 

Eleonora. 
No,  Edvjardf  live ;  or  elfe  I  die  in  vain,  . 

Edward. 
Raife,  raife,  my  Eleonora,  thy  fweet  eyes. 
Once  more  behold  thy  children— 
Eleonora. 

Oh  ! — 'Tis  darknefs— " 

A  deadly  weight  

Edward. 
Thou  leav'fl  me  then  for  ever ! 

ELtONORA. 

\V  here  am  I  l—Kh. !— a  tenant  fiill  to  pain. 
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The  quivering  flame  of  life  leaps  up  a  little. 
Meantime,  my  Ednxard,  'tis  my  lail:  requeft. 
That  thou  wouldft  leave  me,  while  I  yet  enjoy 
A  parting  gleam  of  thought — Leave  me  lo  Heaven! — 
G/o/?*r— fare wel — Be  careful  of  the  prince—- 
Attend  him  hence — and  double  now  thy  friendfhip! 

Edvva  rd. 
Barbarian!  off! — Ah!  whither would'ft thou  drag  me! 

Gloster.^ 
ily  lord,  in  pity  to  the  princefs — 

Edward. 

Oh! 

Eleonora. 
Farewel  1  farewel  ? — Receive  my  laft  adieu, 
Edward !  my  deareft  lord  !  farev/el  for  ever  ! 

Edward. 
O  word  of  horror  ! — Can  I  ? — No  !  I  cannot ! 
There,  take  me,  lead  me,  hurl  me  to  perdition  I 


SCENE    VI. 

Eleonora,  Daraxa  Theald,  Attendants 

Eleonora. 
*Tis  paft,  the  bitternefs  of  death  is  paft     ■  — 

AJas '   Daraxa,  I  can  ne'er  requite 
Thy  generous  cares  for  me.     Thou  art  the  caufe 
My  Edi.v(ird \\\€s,  my  childrcJi  hav£  a  father, 

Th/ 
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Thy  heaven-infpir'd  propofal — Tell  him,  Thealdy 

That,  in  the  troubled  moments  of  our  parting, 

I  had  forgot  to  beg  he  would  reflore 

Th'  Arabian  princefs  to  her  friends  and  country— 

Thv  hand — This  fure,  howe'er  in  faith  we  differ. 

Humanity,  the  foul  of  all  religion. 

May  well  permit. 

Daraxa. 
By  Virtue's  facred  fire  ! 
Our  paradife,  the  garden  of  the  bleft, 
Ne'er  fmil'd  upon  a  purer  foul  than  thine. 

For  me,  think  not  of  me  ;  fucfi  are  my  woes. 
That  I  difdain  all  care,  deteil  relief: 
My  name  is  trod  in  dull  ;  thine  beams  for  ever, 
The  richefl  gem  that  crowns  the  worth  of  woman. 

Eleonora. 
The  guilt  oi  S.elim  cannot  ilaln  thy  virtues  : 
It  rather  lends  them  luflre — Bear  me  back 
My  dear  attendants :  and  good  Theald,  come. 
Come,  aid  my  mounting  foul  to  fpring  away, 
From  the  lov'd  fetters  of  this  kindred  clay. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Aa, 
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A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

ThsalSi  and  a  Gentleman  hthni^lng  to  him, 

Theald. 

To  mc  a  dervlfe  f  Thro'  the  furious  camp, 
Yet  raging  at  the  perfidy  of  Sflim^ 
How  did  he  fafely  pafs  ? 

Gentleman. 

Sir,  he  had  fallen 
A  vi£^im  to  their  vengeance  :  but  he  told  them. 
His  life  was  of  importance  to  the  prince, 
That  he  who  ftruck  him  ftabb'd  the  heart  o£EciwarJ, 
This  flay'd  their  rage  ;  then,  after  a  ftri£l  fearch. 
They  let  him  pafs  thro'  ranks  of  glaring  eyes. 

I  have  befides  to  fay,  an  Englijh  fhip 
And  one  from  Italy  are  jufl  arriv'd  : 
The  firft  brings  great  difpatches  to  prince  Edwoard  \ 
1  he  other,  holy  father,  thefe  to  you.  \Kneeling. 

Theald, 
Go,  bid  this  dervife  enter. 

S  C  E  iN  E 
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SCENE    IT. 

Theald:  he  opens  and  looks  on  the  Difpafche>> 

Awful  Heaven ! 
Great  ruler  of  the  various  heart  of  man ! 
Since  thou  haft  rais'd  me  to  conduct  thy  church,. 
Without  the  bafe  cabal  too  often  praftis'd, 
Beyond  my  v%'i{h,  my  thought,  give  me  the  lights. 
The  virtues  which  that  facred  truft  requires; 
A  loving,  lov'd,  unterrifying  power, 
Guch  as  becomes  a  father:    humble  wifdom  ; 
Plain,  primitive  fincerity  ;  kind  zeal. 
For  truth  and  virtue  rather  than  opinions  ;: 
And,  above  all,  the  charitable  foul 
Of  healing  peace  and  chriftian  moderation.        ■ 
The  dervi/e  comes. 


SCENE    III. 

Theald,  Selim  difgulfed as  a  Dervife, 

Theald. 
With  me,  what  would'fl;  thou,  dervife  ? 
Selim. 
The  prlncefs  Ekonora  lives  ihe  Hill  ? 
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Theald. 
She  lives,  and  that  is  alh 

Seltm. 

Allah  be  prais'd  ! 
Then  lives  the  honour  of  the  brightning  name 
Of  Saracen  and  Mujfulman. 

Thealo. 

How,  dervife  ? 
What,  can  wipe  out  the  horror  of  this  deed  ? 

Selim. 
The  deed  was  execrable  ;  but  my  hand 
This  inftant  Ihall  prevent  its  dire  efiedl. 
I  bring  a  certain  remedy  for  poifon  ; 
Nor  can  it  come  too  late,  while  wandering  life 
Yet,  with  f^int  impulfe,  ftirs  along  the  veins, 

THEAiD. 

Ha  !  dervife,  art  thou  fure  of  what  thou  fay'ft  ? 

Selim. 
Chriftian,  I  am  ;  and  therefore  am  I  here, 
rralle,  lead  me  to  the  princefs  :   tho'  fhe  lay 
Even  in  the  laft  extremity,  tho'  call'd 
By  the  fierce  angel  who  compels  the  dead. 
Yet  bold  experience  gives  me  room  to  hope. 
Oft  have  t  feen  its  vital  touch  dilfufe 
New  vigour  thro'  the  polfon'd  ilreams  of  life. 
When  almoll  fettled  into  dead  llagnation  ; 
Swift  as  a  fouthern  gale  unbinds  the  Hood. 
Say,  wilt  thou  trull  me  with  the  trial,  chriftian. 

Theald, 
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Theald. 
Thou  know'ft,  we  have  great  reafon  for  dlflruH  ; 
But  fear  in  thofe  who  can  no  longer  hope. 
Were  idle  and  abfurd. 

Selim. 

Bright  Heaven  f  what  fear? 
Is  there  a  flave  of  fuch  inhuman  bafenefs 
To  add  frefh  outrage  to  a  dying  princefs  ? 
For  virtue  dying  ?  look  into  my  eye  : 
Does  one  weak  ray  there  fliun  the  keeneft  gaze? 
Say,  doH  thou  there  behold  fo  foul  a  bottom  ? 

'  Theald, 

No  ;  feeming  truth  and  generous  candour  {hine 
In  what  thou  fay'ft.    Come,  follow  me,  good  dervifct 


SCENE    IV. 
Theald,  Selim  difguifed,  Daraxa, 

Daraxa. 
At  laft,  through  various  pangs  the  dying  princefs 
Sees  the  delivering  moment,  and  demands 
Thy  prefence,  reverend  chriflian, 

Theald. 

Dervife,  come. 
Forbid  it  Heaven  this  aid  ihould  be  too  late  ! 

^  (>  SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

Daraxa. 

Heaven  !  can  it  be !  the  very  face  of  Sel:m  ! 

*Tis  he  himfelf — I  know  him,  'tis  the  fultan  ; 

And,  as  he  fhot  athwart  me,  from  his  eye 

Flafh'd  the  proud  lightning  of  affronted  virtue. 

He  muft  be  innocent;  his  being  here 

Is  radiant  proof  he  muft — O  weak  Daraxa  ! 

What  man  of  virtue  more  would  deign  to  lodge 

His  image  in  thy  breaft  ?  Ah  !  what  avails 

The  light  unfounded  love,  the  treacherous  friendihipj 

That,  with  inhuman  cowardice,  gives  up 

A  worthy  man,  to  infamy  and  flander  ? 

They  talk'd  of  aid— what  aid  ? 

\^A  cry  heard  imthin. 

Alas  !  'tis  paft  ! 
Death  muft  be  in  that  cry.     O  let  me  fly 
To  fnatch  one  parting  look  ;  but  fee  the  prince 
Roused  by  the  founds  of  forrow  this  way  comes. 
Unhappy  prince  !  I  venerate  his  tears — 
O  gracious  Allah  !  pity  and  fupport  him.        [£«>; 


SCENE 
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Edward. 
That  cry  was  death :  Alas !  fhe  Is  no  more  ! 
The  matchlefs  Ehonora  is  no  more  ! — 
Where  am  1  ?  — Heavens! — Ah  !  what  a  hideous  defart 
Is  now  this  world,  this  blafted  world  around  me  1 
O  fun,  I  hate  thee,  I  abhor  thy  light. 
That  fhews  not  Eleonora  !  Earth,  thy  joy. 
Thy  fweetnefs  all  is  fled,  all  all  that  made 
Thy  ways  to  me  delightful,  Eleonora  i 

0  Eleonora  !  perifh'd  Eleonora  ! 

For  ever  loft  ! — That  tent !  ah  me  !  that  tent ! 

[Going  into  the  tent  Jiarts  bach» 

1  dare  not  enter  there.     There  death  difplays 
His  utmoft  terrors — Pale  and  lifelefs,  there, 

She  lies,  whofe  looks  were  love,  whofe  beauty  fmil'A 
The  fweet  effulgence  of  endearing  virtue — 
And  here  I  laft  beheld  her — Ay,  and  how. 
And  how  beheld  her  ?■ — The  remorfelefs  image 
Will  haunt  me  to  the  grave — I  fee  her  fuffering,. 
With  female  foftnefs  yet  to  pain  fuperior, 
Fearful  and  bold  at  once   with  the  ftrong  hand 
Of  mighty  love  conftraining  feeble  nature. 
To  fteal  me  from  affiidion — Let  me  fly 
This  fatal  ground — But  whither  Ihall  I  fly  ? 
To  England— O  I  cannot  bear  the  thought 
Of  e'er  returning  to  that  country  morel 

That 
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That  country,  witnefs  of  our  happy  days, 
Where  at  each  ftep  remeraber'd  blifs  will  fting 
My  foul  to  angiiiih.     I  already  hear 
Malice  excLiim,  nay,  blufliing  Valour  figh : 
Where  is  thy  princefs?  where  the  wiili  of  thoufands  ? 
The  charm,  the  tranfport  of  the  public  eye  ? 
Bafe  prince  !  And  art  thou  not  afliam'd  to  bring 

No  trophy  home  but  FuoKora's  carle  ? 

The  grave  too  is  fhut  up,  that  lad  retreat 

Of  wretched  mortals — Yes,  my  word  is  pafs'd. 

To  Eiecnora  pafs'd.     Our  orphan  children 

Bind  me  to  life — O  dear,  O  dangerous  paUions! 

The  valiant,  in  himfelf,  what  can  he  fuffer? 

Or  what  does  he  regard  his  fingle  woes  ? 

But  when,  alas,  he  multiplies  himfelf 

To  dearer  felves,  to  the  lov'd  tender  fair, 

To  thofe  whofe  blifs,  whofe  beings  hang  upon  him. 

To  helplefs  children  !  then,  O  then  I  he  feels 

The  point  of  mifery  feflering  in  his  heart, 

And  weakly  weeps  his  fortune  like  a  coward. 

Such,  fuch  am  I !  undone  !— 


SCENE 
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SCENE    vir. 

Edward,  Gloster, 

Edward. 
My  lord  of  Glofter, 
I  thought  my  orders  were  to  be  alone. 

Gloster. 
Forgive  my  fond  intrufion — But  I  cannot 
Be  fo  regardlefs  of  thy  welfare,  Ed^ward, 
As  to  obey  thefe  orders. 

Edward. 

But  they  (hall. 
Shall  be  obey'd — I  will  enjoy  my  forrows. 
All  that  is  left  me  now. 

Gloster. 
The  more  thy  grief, 
Juft  in  its  caufe  but  frantic  in  degree. 
Seeks  aggravating  folitude,  the  more 
It  fuits  my  love  and  duty  to  attend  thee, 
To  try  to  footh — 

Edward. 
Away  !  thou  never  fhalt. 
Not  all  that  idle  wifdom  can  fueled, 
All  the  vain  talk  of  proud  unfeeling  reafon. 
Shall  rob  me  of  one  tear. 

Gloster.. 

Of  Nature's  tears 

I  would 
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I  would  not  rob  thee:  they  invigorate  virtue, 
Soften,  at  once,  and  fortify  the  heart ; 
But  when  they  rife  to  fpejk  this  defperate  language. 
They  then  grow  tears  of  weaknefs ;  yes— 

Edward. 

I  care  not! 
Weaknefs,  vvhate'er  they  Be,  I  will  indulge  them, 
Will,  in  defpite  of  thee  and  all  mankind,, 
Devote  my  joylsfs  days  for  ever  to  them. 

Gloster, 
Rgafon  and  virtue  th3n  are  empty  names  ? 

Edward. 
Hence!  leave  me  to  my  fate — You  have  undone  me-; 
You  have  made  Ihipwreck  of  my  peace,  among  you, 
My  happinefs  and  honour;  and  I  now 
Roam  the  detefted  world,  a  carelefs  wretch  ! 

Gloster. 
Thy  honour  yet  is  fafe,  how  long  I  know  not,. 
For  full  it  drives  upon  the  rocks  of  pafiion. 
O  all  ye  pitying  Powers  that  rule  mankind  ! 
Who  fo  unworthy  but  may  proudly  deck  him^ 
With  this  fair-weather  virtue,  that  exults, 
Glad,  o'er  the  fummer  main  ?  The  tempefl:  comes. 
The  rough  winds  rage  aloud ;   when  from  the  helm 
This  virtue  fhrinks,  and  in  a  corner  lies 
Lamenting  — Heavens !  if  privileged  from  trial. 
How  cheap  a  thing  were  virtue  ! 

Edward. 

Do — infult  me— 

Rail,. 
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Rail,  fpare  me  not — rail,  Glojler^  all  the  world— 
But  know,  mean  time,  thou  canfl:  not  make  me  feel 

thee — 
I  have  no  more  conneclion  with  mankind. 

Glostlr. 
Infult  thee,  Edvoard?  Do  thefe  tears  infult  thee  ? 
Thefe  old  man's  tears'. — Friendihip,  my  prince,  can 

weep. 
As  well  as  love — But  while  I  weep  thy  fortune. 
Let  me  not  weep  thy  virtue  funk  beneath  it— 
Thou  haft  no  more  connexion  with  mankind^? 
Put  oiFthy  craving  fenfes,  the  deep  wants 
And  infinite  dependencies  of  nature  ; 
Put  off  that  ftrongeft  pafGon  of  the  foul. 
Soul  of  the  foul,  love  to  fociety  ; 
Put  off  all  gratitude  for  what  is  paft, 
All  generous  hope  of  what  is  yet  to  come  ; 
Put  off  each  fenfe  of  honour  and  of  duty : 
Then  ufe  this  language— Let  me  tell  thee,  Ed<ward^ 
Thou  haft  con neflions^ with  mankind,  and  great  ones. 
Thou  know'ft  notof ;  connexions:  thac  might  roufe 
The  fmalleft  fpark  of  honour  in  thy  breaft, 
To  wide-awaken'd  life  and  fair  ambition. 

Edward, 
What  doft  thou  mean  > 

Gloster. 
What  mean? — this  day,  in  England^ 
How  many  afk  of  Palejline  their  king, 
Edivard  their  king  ? — Read  thefe  — 

Edward, 


66  EDWARD    ani 

Edward,  opening  the  difpatches. 

O  Glojler  !—Glofter  /— 
Alas !  my  royal  father  is  no  more  ! 
The  gentleft  of  mankind,  the  moll  abus'd ! 
Of  gracious  nature,  a  fit  foil  for  virtues, 
'Till  there  his  creatures  fow'd  their  flattering  lies-. 
And  made  him — No,  not  all  their  curfed  art& 
Could  ever  make  him  infolent  or  cruel. 
O  my  deluded  father!   Little  joy 
Had'ft  thou  in  life,  led  from  thy^real  good, 
And  genuine  glory,  from  thy  people's  love. 
That  nobleft  aim  of  kings,  by  fmiling  traitors. 

Thus  weak  of  heart,  thus  defolate  of  foul. 
Ah,  how  unfit  am  I,  with  fteady  hand, 
To  rule  a  troubled  ftate  ! — She,  fhe  is  gone^ 
Softner  of  care,  the  dear  reward  of  toil, 
The  fource  of  virtue!  She,  who  to  a  crown 
Had  lent  new  fplendor,  who  had  grac'd  a  throne^ 
Like  the  fvveet  feraph  Mercy  tempering  Jullice. 
O  Eleoncra  !  any  life  with  thee. 
The  plaineft  could  have  charm'd  :  but  pomp,  and' 

pleafare, 
All  that  a  loving  people  can  beftow. 
By  thee  unfhar'd,  will  only  {tx\Q  to  fret 
The  wounds  of  woe,  and  make  me  more  unhappy! 

Gloster. 
Now.  is  the  time,  now  lift  thy  foul  to  virtue! 
Behold  a  crifis,  fent  by  Heaven,  to  fave  thee. 
Whate'er,  my  prince,  can  touch,  or  can  command, 
Can  (juicken  or  exalt  the  heart  of  man. 

Now 
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Now  fpeaks  to  thine — Thy  children  claim  their  father. 

Nay,  more  than  father,  claim  their  double  parent; 

For  fuch  thy  promife  vvas  to  Eleonora  : 

Thy  fubjecls  claim  their  king  thy  troops  their  chief; 

The  manes  of  thy  anceftors  confign 

Their  long-defcended  glory  to  thy  hands; 

And  thy  dejeded  country  calls  upon  thee 

To  fave  her,  raife  her,  to  reilore  her  honour. 

To  fpread  her  fure  dominion  o'er  the  deep, 

And  bid  her  yet  arife  the  fcourge  oi France^ 

Angels  themfelves  might  envy  thee  the  joy. 

That  waits  thy  will,  of  doing  general,  good  : 

Of  fpreading  virtue,  chearing  lonely  worth; 

Of  dafhing  down  the  proud  ;  of  guarding  arts, 

The  facred. rights  of  induftry  and  freedom; 

Of  making  a  whole  generous  people  happy. 

O  Edvjard  !  Ednvard  !  the  moft  piercing  tranfport* 

Of  the  beft  love  can  never  equal  thefe! 

And  need  I  add — Thy  Eleonora  %  death 

Galls  out  for  vengeance  ?  — — 

Edward.. 
Ha! 

Gloster. 

If  thou.  Indeed, 
Doft  honour  thus  her  memory,  then  fliew  it, 
Not  by  foft  tears  and  womaniih  complaints. 
But  Ihew  it  like  a  man  !— — « 

EbWARD. 

I  wUl ! 

Glqster^, 
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Glostlr. 

Yon  towers  !— 

Edward. 
*TIs  true ! 

Gloster. 
Yon  guilty  towers  !— 

Edward. 

Infult  us  m  1 

Gloster, 
The  murderer  of  thy  princefs  riots  there  !^ 

Edward. 
But  fhall  not  long  ! — Thou  art  my  better  genius, 
Thou  brave  old  man !  thou  haft  recall'd  my  virtue— 
I  was  benumb'd  with  forrow  —what — or  where— 
I  know  not — never  to  have  thought  of  this. 
Bright  Virtue,  welcome  I  vigour  of  the  mind  ! 
The  flame  from  ijeaven  that  lights  up  higher  being  ! 
Thrice  welcome  !  with  thy  noble  fervant  Anger, 
And  juft  Revenge — Hence,  let  us  to  the  camp. 
And  there  transfufe  our  foul  into  the  troops- 
This  fultan's  blood  will  eafe  my  fever'd  breaft. 
Yesj  I  will  take  fuch  vengeance  on  this  city, 
That  all  mankind  fliall  turn  their  eyes  to  'Ji^a  j 
And  as  they  fee  her  turrets  funk  in  duft, 
Shall  learn  to  dread  the  terrors  of  the  juft. 


TJIfe  End  of  tie  Fourth  A3. 
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ACTV.      SCENE    I. 


Selim. 

My  Daraxa  !  thou  haft  charm'd  my  foul ! 

This  reconciling  interview  has  i'ooth'd 
My  troubled  bofom  into  tender  joy: 
As  when  the  fpring  firft,  on  the  foften'd  top 
Qi  Lebanon,  unbinds  her  lovely  trefTes, 
And  (hakesher  blooming  fvveets from  Carmel'%  brow- 
It  only  now  remains  to  fee  the  prince. 


SCENE    n. 


Selim,  Theald, 

Theald. 
I  fought  thee,  worthy  dervife, 

Selii^. 

Reverend  chrlftian. 
My  toiling  thoughts  can  find  no  fix'd  repofe, 
*Iill  the  wrong'd  fultan's  vindicated  honour 


Shine 
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Shine  out  as  bright  as  yon  unfully'd  iky. 
Condu6l  me  to  the  prince — I  claim  that  juflice.— 
It  flings  my  confcioiis  foul  with  fick  impatience. 
To  think  what  Se/.'m  fufFers.     for  a  man, 
Who  loves  the  ways  of  truth  and  open  virtue, 
To  lye  beneath  the  burning  imputation 
Of  bafenefs  and  of  crimes — fuch  horrid  crimes!— 
O  'tis  a  keen  unfufFerable  torment ! 
Come,  let  me  then  difcharge  this  other  part 
Of  my  commifllon. 

Theald. 
That  thou  foon  fhalt  do. 
He  ftrait  will  come  this  way,  the  king  of  England^ 
Such  now  he  is.     Mean  time,  'tis  fit  to  tell  thee. 
He  muil  be  manag'd  gently ;  for  his  paflions 
Are  all  abroad,  in  wild  confufion  hurl'd  : 
The  winds,   the  floods,  and  lightning  mix  together. 
I  need  not  fay  how  little,  in  this  uproar. 
Avails  the  broken  thwarted  light  of  reafon. 

S  E  L 1  M . 

Fear  not. — I  truft  in  innocence,  and  truth. 

Theald. 
He  cannot  long  delay,  for,  as  I  enter'd, 
I  faw  him  parting  from  the  hurried  camp, 
That  licrhten'd  wide  around  him  :  burniili'd  helms, 
And  glittering  fpears,  and  ardent  thronging  fbldiers, 
Demanding  all  the  fignal,  when  to  florm 
Thefe  walls  devoted  to  their  vengeance.— 

Selim, 
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Selim. 

Ha! 
Then  let  us  quickly  find  him — But  he  comes. 


SCENE     III. 

Selim,  Theald,  Edward,  Gloster, 

Edward. 
Whence  is  it  thofe  barbarians,  here  again, 
Ihofe  bnfe,  thofe  murdering  cowards,  dare  be  feen  ? 
What  new  accurs'd  attempt  is  now  on  foot  ? 
Vv'hat  new  ailaffination  ? — Start  not,  dervife, 
Tinge  not  thy  caitiff  cheek  with  red'ning  honour. 
V/hat  thou  ! — Dofl:  thou  pretend  to  feel  reproach  ? 
Art  thou  not  of  a  fhamelefs  race  of  people, 
Harden'd  in  arts  of  cruelty  and  blood, 
Perfidious  all  :  Yes,  have  you  not  profan'd 
The  faith  of  nations,  broke  the  holy  tie 
That  binds  the  families  of  earth  togetlier. 
That  gives  even  foes  to  meet  with  generous  trull, 
And  terches  war  fecurity  ?   Your  prince. 
Your  prince  has  done  it !  And  you  fliould  hereafter 
Be  hwnted  from  your  dens  like  favage  beails. 
Be  crufh'd  like  ferpents  ! 

Theald. 

Sir,  this  dervife  comes. 
To  clear  the  fultan  Selim  from  that  crime. 

Which 
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Which  you,  with  ftrong  appearance,  charge  upon  him. 

Edward. 
Appearance,  Theald!  with  unqueflicn'd  proof. 
Doubtlefs  the  villain  would  be  glad  to  change 
The  courfe  by  Nature  fix'd,  enjoy  his  crimes 
Without  their  evil— But  he  fhall  not  fcape  me ! 

Selim. 
If,  king  0^  England,  in  this  weighty  matter, 
On  which  depends  the  weal  and  life  of  thoufands. 
You  love  and  feelc  the  truth,  let  reafon  judge. 
Cool,  {leady,  quiet,  and  difpafiion'd  reafon. 
For  never  yet,  fince  the  proud  felfifh  race 
Of  men  began  to  jar,  did  paffion  give. 
Nor  ever  can  it  give,  a  right  decifion, 

Edward. 
Reafon  has  judg'd,  and  paffion  Ihall  chaftife, 
Shall  make  you  howl,  ye  cowards  of  the  Eajl ! 
What  can  be  clearer  ?  This  vile  prince  o{  Jaffa  ! 
This  infamy  of  princes  !  fends  a  ruffian. 
By  his  own  hand  and  feal  commiflion'd,  fends  him. 
To  treat  of  peace  :  and,  as  I  read  his  letters, 
The  villain  llabs  me  — This,  if  this  wants  light. 
There  is  no  certainty  in  human  reafon  ; 
If  this  not  fhines  with  all-convincing  truth. 
Yon  fun  is  dark — And  yet  thefe  cowards  come 
With  lying  fhifts,  and  low  elufive  arts— 
O,  it  inflames  my  anger  into  madnefs ! 
This  added  infult  on  our  underftanding, 
This  treacherous  attempt  to  fleal  away 

The 


E  L  E  O  N  0  R  a:  ^^ 

The  only  joy  and  treafure  of  my  life. 

Sweet  facred  vengeance  for  my  murder'd  princefs. 

Selim. 
The  curfed  wretch  who  did  afTail  thy  life, 
O  king  oi  England,  was  indeed  an  envoy 
Sent  by  the  prince  oVJaffa:  This  we  own. 
But  then  he  was  an  execrable  bigot. 
Who,  for  fuch  horrid  purpofes,  had  crept 
Into  the  cheated  fultan's  court  and  fervice. 
As  by  the  traitor's  papers  we  have  learn'd. 
For  know,  there  lives,  upon  the  craggy  cliffs 
Of  wild  P/^^zzjV/^rw  mountains,  a  dire  race, 
A  nation  of  affaflins.     Dreadful  zeal, 
Fierce  and  intolerant  of  all  religidft 
That  differs  from  their  own,  is  the  black  fotii 
Of  that  infernal  ftate.     Soon  as  their  chief. 
The  Old  Man  (fo  they  ftile  him)  of  the  mountains. 
Gives  out  his  baleful  will,  however  fell. 
However  wicked  and  abhorr'd  it  be, 
Tho'  cloth'd  in  danger,  the  moll  cruel  death. 
They,  fwift  and  filent,  glide  thro'  every  land. 
As  fly  the  gloomy  miniiters  of  vengeance, 
Famine  and  plague ;  they  lie  for  years  concealVI, 
Make  light  of  oaths,  nay,  fometimes  change  religion. 
And  never  fail  to  execute  his  orders. 
Of  thefe  the  villain  was,  thefe  ruflian  faints. 
The  curfe  of  earth,  the  terror  of  mankind  : 
And  thy  engagement,  prince,  in  this  crufudo. 
That  was  the  reafon  whence  they  fought  thy  life. 
Vol.  IV.  E  •  t'^Divf.?.  .^. 
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Edward. 
Falfe,  falfe  as  hell !  the  lye  of  guilty  fear  I 
You  all  are  bigots,  robbers,  ruffians  all ! 
It  is  the  very  genius  of  your  nation. 
Vindictive  rage,  the  thirft  of  blood  confumes  you  : 
You  live  by  rapine,  thence  your  empire  rofe  ; 
And  your  religion  is  a  mere  pretence     ■ 
To  rob  and  murder  in  the  name  of  Heaven. 

Selim. 
Be  patient,  prince,  be  more  humane  and  juH. 
You  have  your  virtues,  have  your  vices  too ; 
And  we  have  ours.     The  liberal  hand  of  Nature 
Has  not  created  us,  nor  any  nation, 
Beneath  the  bleiTed  canopy  of  heaven. 
Of  fucli  malignant  clay,  but  each  may  boaft 
Their  native  virtues,  and  their  maker's  bounty. 
You  call  US  bigots. — O  !  canft  thc'U  with  that 
Reproach  us,  chrillian  prince  ?  What  brought  thee 

hither  ? 
What  elfe  but  bigotry  ?  What  doft  thou  here  ? 
What  elfe  but  perfecute  ?— the  truth  is  great, 
Greater  than  thou,  and  I  will  give  it  way  ; 
Even  thou  thyfelf,  in  all  thy  rage,  wilt  hear  it — 
From  their  remotell  fource,  thefe  holy  wars 
What  have  they  breath'd  but  bigotry  and  rapine  ? 
Did  not  the  firft  Crufaders,  when  their  zeal 
Should  have  flione  out  the  pureft,  did  they  not, 
Led  by  the  frantic  hermit  who  began 
The  murderous  trade,  thro'  their  own  countries  fpread 
The  woes  their  vice  could  not  referve  for  ours  ? 

The' 
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Tho*  this  exceeds  the  purport  of  my  mefTage  ; 
Yet  mud  I  thus  infulted  in  my  country, 
Infulted  in  religion,  bid  thee  think, 
O  king  oi  England,  on  the  different  condutSt 
Of  Saracens  and  ChriJIians,  when  beneath 
Your  pious  Godfrey,  in  the  firll;  crufado, 
Jeru/akm  was  fack'd,  and  when  beneath 
Our  generous  Saladin  it  was  retaken       - 

0  hideous  fcene  !  my  foul  within  me  fhrinks, 
Abhorrent,    from    the   view  !  —  Twelve   thoufand 

wretches, 
Received  to  mercy,  void  of  all  defence, 
Trufting  to  plighted  faith,  to  purchased  (a.^ttY, 
Behold  thefe  naked  w!-»':ches,  in  cold  blood. 
Men,  women,  children,  murdcr'd,  bafely  murder 'd! 
The  holy  temple,  which  you  came  to  refcue. 
Regorges  with  the  barbarous  profanation. 
The  llreets  run  difmal  torrents.     Drowji'd  in  blood 
The  very  foldier  fickens  at  his  carnage. 
Couldft  thou,  O  fun,  behold  the  blalHng  fight, 
And  lift  again  thy  facred  eye  on  mortals  ? 
A  ruthlefs  race  !  Who  can  do  this,  can  do  it. 
To  pleafe  the  general  Father  of  mankind! 

While  nobler  Saladin 

Edward. 
Away  !  be  gone  ! 
With  thee,  vile  dervife,  what  have  I  to  do  ? 

1  lofe  my  hour  of  vengeance,  I  debafe  me. 
To  hold  this  talk  with  thee. 

E  2  Selim, 
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Selim. 


While  truth  and  reafon 
Sj^eak  from  my  tongue,  vile  dervife  as  I  am 
Yet  am  I  greater  than  the  highell  monarch. 
Who,  from  blind  fury,  grows  the  Have  of  paffioii,    ' 
Befides,  I  come  to  jullify  a  prince, 
Howe'er  in  other  qualities  below  thee. 
In  love  of  goodnefs,  truth,  humanity, 
And  honour,  Sir,  thy  equal ; — yes,  thy  equal  .'— 

Edward. 
What?  how  ?  compare  me  with  a  damn'd  afTaflin  ? 
A  matchlefs  villain  ! — Ha  !  prefuraptuous  dervife  ! 
*rhou  gnaw'ftthy  quivering  lip — A  fmother'd  pafiioxi 
Shakes  thro'  thy  frame. — What  villany  is  that 
Thou  dar'ft  not  utter  ? — Wert  thou  not  a  wretch, 
Protedled  by  thy  habit,  this  right  hand 
Should  crufh  thee  into  atoms — Hence  !  away  ! 
Go  tell  thy  mailer  that  I  hold  him  bafe. 
Beyond  the  power  of  words  to  fpeak  his  bafenefs ! 
A  coward  !  an  afTaflinatins:  coward  ! 
And  when  J  once  have  dragg'd  him  from  his  city. 
Which  I  will  liraitway  do — I  then  will  make  him. 
In  all  the  gall  and  bitternefs  of  guilt. 
Grinding  the  vengeful  fteel  betwixt  his  teeth. 
Will  make  the  traitor  own  it. 

Selim,  difco^viring  him/eJft 
Never  ! 
•  Edv/ard. 

Ha ! 

Selim. 
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Selim, 
Thou  canft  not,  haughty  monarch  : — I  am  he  I 
I  am  this  Selim  !  this  infulted  Selim  ! 
Yet  clear  as  day,  and  wiU  confound  thy  paffion. 

Edward, 
Thou  Selim  t 

Edward. 
Was  ever  guilt  fo  bold  ? 
Selim. 
Did  ever  innocence  defcend  to  fear  ? 

Edward. 
This  bears  fome  (hew  of  honour.     Wilt  thou  tlien 
Decide  it  by  the  fsvord  ? 

Selim. 
I  will  do  more— — » 
Edward. 
How  more  ? 

Selim. 
Decide  it  by  fuperior  reafoiu 
Edward, 
No  weak  evafions !— — • 

Selim. 
If  I  not  convince  thee. 
If  by  thyfelf  1  am  no:  of  this  crime 
Acquitted,  then  I  grant  thee  thy  demand. 
Nay  more,  yon  yielded  city  fliall  be  thine  : 
Eor  know,  hot  prince,  I  fhould  difdain  a  throne^, 

E3  I  could': 
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I  could  not  fill  with  honour.  Were  I  guilty, 
I  fhould  not  trembie  at  thy  threatning  voice  ; 
No,  'tis  mj'felf  I  fear. 

Edward. 

What  fhall  I  think  ? 

Selim. 
Hear  but  one  witnefs,  and  I  aik  no  more. 
To  clear  my  name.     The  witneis  is  a  womafit 
Her  look-n  are  truth  ;  fair  uncorrupted  faith 
Beams  from  her  eyea.     Thou  ne'er  canft  doubt  fuck 

beauty ; 
For  'tis  th'  exprefGon  of  a  fpotlefs  foul. 

Edward. 
Curfe  on  thy  mean  luxurious  eaftern  arts 
Of  cowardice !  Thou  would'fi  feduce  my  vengeance— 
But  I  deteft  all  beauty — Barbarous  fultan  ! 
Ah !  thou  hall  murder'd  beauty  !  thy  fell  crime— 
HaRe,  Glower,  hafte— in  fight  of  camp  and  city. 
Prepare  the  lifts — Now  fhow  thyfelf  a  prince. 
Or  die  in  fhameful  tortures  like  a  ilave. 

Selim. 
I  came  not  hither  or  to  dread  thy  wrath. 
Or  court  thy  mercy. 

Glosthr. 

Sir,  you  cannot  jufliy 
Refufe  him  his  demand.     The  fervent  foul 
Of  undiflembled  innocence,  methinks, 
Js  felt  in  what  he  fays,     f  irfl  hear  this  perfon  ; 
And  if  (he  gives  not  fell  conviclion,  then, 

Have 
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Have  th3n  recourfe  to  what  fhould  always  be 
The  laft  appeal  of  reafonable  beings, 
£rute  force. 

Edward. 
Well  then,  condud  her  hither,  fultan— 

[Selim  goes  out. 
Ah  !  my  diforder'd  mind  !  from  thought  to  thought. 
Uncertain,  tofs'd,  the  wreck  of  ftormy  paflion  ! 
This  rage  a  while  fupports  me  ;  but  I  feel 
It  will  defcrt  me  foon,  and  I  again 
Shall  foon  relapfe  to  mifery  and  weaknefs, 
O  Ekonora  !  little  didft  thou  think. 
How  deeply  wretched  thy  dire  gift  of  life 
Would  make  me ! 


SCENE     IV. 

Edward,  Gloster,  Theald;  to  them  Selim 
c^ndnSiiyig  Eleonora,  Daraxa. 

Selim. 
Raife  thy  eyes,  O  king  o(  Frngland, 
To  the  bright  witnefs  of  my  blamelefs  honour. 

Edward. 
No ;  beauty  fhall  no  more  engage  my  eyes. 
It  fhall  no  more  profane  the  ftirine  devoted- 

E  4  T«? 


To  the  fweet  image  of  my  Ehonora  ! 

Let  her  declare  her  knowledge  in  this  matter* 

Eleonora. 
Will  not  my  Ednxard  blefs  me  with  a  look  ? 

Edward. 
V/hat  angel  borrows  Ekotiora's  voice  ! — 

0  thou  pale  fliade  of  her  I  weep  for  ever!' 
Permit  me  thus  to  worfhip  thee — Thou  art!—* 
Amazing  Heaven  ! — Thou  art  my  Ekonara  t 
My  Eleonora! %  felf !  m'y  dear,  my  true. 

My  living.  EleoKora  ! — What — to  whom 
Owe  I  this  miracle  ?  this  better  life  ?•— 
Oppreffive. joy ! — owe  I  my.  Eleenora  ?■  • ' 

Eleonora.     ' 
To  him,  that  generous  prince,  who  put  his  life,' 
His  honour  on  the  defperate  rifq^ue  to  faye.  me.*..     - 
When  in  the  arms  of  death — Depriv'd  of  voice. 
Of  motion,  and  of  fenfe,  benumb'd  I  lay. 
My  frighted  train  around  rne' thought  me  dead. 
And  flU'd  the  tent  with  cries ;  my  heart  alone 
Still  feebly  beat ;  but  foon  the  poifoii's  force 
Haddriv'n  out  life  from  that  its  laft  retreat.; 
If  in  the  moment  of  approaching  fate. 
He,  like  my  guardian  angel,  had  not  brought 
An  antidote  of  wond'rous  power,  by  which 

1  am  to  light  reftor'd — to  thee,  my  Ednuardl 

Edward. 
Did  he,  did  he  preferve  thee !   He,  whom  thus 
I  have  with  fuch  inhuman  pride  infuhed  ! 

O  blind. 
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O  blind,  O  brutifh,  O  Injurious  rage  ! 

They,  they  are  wife,  who,  when  they  feel  thy  madiiefsj 

Seal  up  their  lips.    And  canfl:  thou  then  forgive  me. 

Thou  who  haft  o'er  me  g-ain'd  that  noblefl  triumohy. 

The  triumph  of  humanity? — Thou  caaft» 

'Tis  eafier  for  the  generous  to  forgive 

Than  for  offence  to  afk  it. 

Selut. 

Ufe  not,  prince. 
So  harHi  a  w6rd.     More  than- forgive,  1  love 
Thy  noble  heat,  thy  beautiful  diforder. 
O  !  I  am  too  much  man,  1  feel,  myfelf. 
Too  much  the  charming  force  of  human  paffions,. 
E'er  to  pretend,  Vv^ith  fupercilious  brow. 
With  proud  aflefted  virtue,. to  difdain  them. 

Edward. 
How  ?  generous  fultan,  how  fhall  1  requite  thee  ? 
Here — Take  thy  lov'd  Daraxa,  whom  I  meant 
To  have  reftor'd,  when  this  misfortune  happen'd  3 
But  fecret-working  Heaven  ordain'dhsr  ilay. 
To  fave  us  all. 

Selim, 
Wert  thou  the  lord  of  earth. 
Thou  could'fi:  not  give  me  more ! — ray  dear  DaraxaK 

Edward. 
Hence  to  the  camp,  my  Glojlsr — Bid  the  foldiers 
Forfake  the  trenches— ^Let  unbounded  joy 
Reign,  fearkfs,  o'er  the  mingled  camp  and  city — 

E-5>  Gor 
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Go,  tell  my  faithful  foldiers,  that  their  queea 
IVjy  Elecnora  lives  !   A  prize  beyond 
The  chance  of  wac  to  give!  She  lives  to  foften 
My  too  imperious  temper,  and  to  make  them. 
To  make  my  people  happy  ! — O  my  foul ! 
What  love  e'er  equal  d  thine  ?  O  dearefl!  beft! 
Fride  of  thy  fex  I  inimitable  goodnefs ! 
"Whenever  woman  henceforth  fhall  be  prais'd 
For  conjugal  afFeflion,  men  will  fay, 
T  here  Ihine  the  virtues  of  an  Eleoncra  ! 
IVanfporting  blifs ! — How  bountiful  is  Heaven! 
Depiefllng  often,  but  to  raife  us  more. 
Let  never  thofe  defpair  who  follow  virtue. 
Love — gratitude — divide  me — Once  more,  fultan, 
Forgive  me,  pardon  my  miftaken  zeal, 
That  left  my  country,  crofs'd  the  ilormy  feas, 
To  war  with  thee,  brave  prince,  to  war  with  honour. 
Now  that  my  paflions  give  me  leave  to  think ; 
The  hand  of  Heaven  appears  in  what  I  fufTer'd, 
My  erring  zeal  has  fuffer'd  by  a  zealot. 

Selim. 
It  dees,  O  king.     And,  venerable  chriflian, 
I  know  thy  moderation  will  excufe  me. 
But  fmce  by  ruling  Wifdom  (who  unvveigh'd, 
Unmeant,  does  nought)  men  are  fo  various  made. 
So  various  turn'd,  that  in  opinions,  they 
Mull  blindly  think,  or  take  a  different  way ; 

la 
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In  fpite  of  force,  fince  judgment  will  be  free; 
Then  let  us  in  this  righteous  mean  agree : 
Let  holy  rage,  let  perfecution  ceafe  j 
Let  the  head  argue,  but  the  heart  be  peace ; 
'  Let  all  mankind  in  love  of  what  is  right. 
In  virtue  and  humanity,  unite. 


^&e  End  of  ths  Fifth  Ail, 


E  6  Tattered 


VH.JKp.Ss- 


Tancred  a/ui  Sigisniiinda, 


u.  J'A^a/i-  i/c 


T'ancred  and  Sigifmunda. 


A 


TRAGEDY, 


TO    HIS 
ROYAL    HIGHNESS 

FREDERICK, 

Prince  of  Wales. 

SIR, 

TH  E  honour  your  Royal  High- 
ness has  done  me  in  the  protec- 
tion you  was  pleafed  to  give  to  this  tra- 
gedy, emboldens  me  to  lay  it  now  at  your 
feet,  and  beg  your  permiflion  to  publifh 
it  under  your  Royal  patronage.  The  fa- 
vouring and  proteding  of  letterb  has  been, 
in  all  ages  and  countries,  one  diftinguifh- 
ing  mark  of  a  great  prince  ;  and  that  with 
good  reafon,  not  only  as  it  fhews  a  juftnefs 
of  tafte,  and  elevation  of  mind,  but  as  the 

influence 
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influence  of  fuch  a  protedlion,  by  excIting^ 
good  writers  to  labour  with  more  emula- 
tion in  the  improvement  of  their  feveral 
talents,  not  a  little  contributes  to  the  em-> 
bellifhment  and  inftrudion  of  fociety.  But 
of  all  the  different  fpecies  of  wricing,  none 
has  fuch  an  effe£l  upon  the  lives  and  man- 
ners of  men,  as  the  dramatic  -,  and  there- 
fore, that  of  all  others  moft  deferves  the 
attention  of  princes;  who,  by  a  judicious- 
approbation  of  fuch  pieces  as  tend  to  pro- 
mote all  public  and  private  virtue,  may 
more  than  by  any  coercive  methods  fecure 
the  purity  of  the  llage,  and  in  confequence 
thereof  gr-eatly  advance  the  morals  and 
politenefs  of  their  people.  How  eminently 
Your  Royal  Highness  has  always  ex- 
tended your  favour  and  patronage  to  every 
art  and  fcience,  and  in  a  particular  man- 
ner to  dramatic  performances,  is  too  well 
known  to  the  world  for  me  to  mention  it 
here.  Allow  me  only  to  wifl"),  that  what 
I  have  n6w  the  honour  to  offer  to  your 
6  Royal 
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Royal  Highness,  may  be  judged  not 
unworthy  of  your  proteflion,  at  leaft  in 
the  Sentiments  which  it  inculcates.  A  warm 
and  grateful  fenfe  of  your  goodnefs  to  me, 
makes  me  defirous  to  feize  every  occafion 
of  declaring  in  public,  with  what  profound 
refpeft  and  dutiful  attachment,  I  am. 


SIR, 

Tour  Royal  Highness^ 
Moji  ohligedy 

tnojl  obedient y  and 

moft  devoted  Servant^ 

JAMES  THOMSON. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

cr*HIS  play  is  confiderahly  Jhortened  in 
the  performance  \  .  hut  1  hope  it  will 
not  he  difcigreeahle  to  the  Reader  to  fee  it  as 
it  was  at  firfi  written  \  there  being  a  great 
difference  betwixt  a  play  in  the  clofet^  and 
upon  the  flage. 


PROLOGUE. 

JDOLD  is  the  man  !  ntjho,  in  this  nicer  age, 
Pre/umes  to  tread  the  chajle  correded  f'ngs* 
No'vo,  •with  gay  tinfel  arts,  it-'i?  can  m  mere 
Conceal  the  'want  of  Nature's  Jierling  ore. 
Our  /pells  are  -vunijh'd^  broke  our  magic  'wandt 
That  us^d  to  "Maft  you  over  fea  and  land. 
Before  your  light  the  fairy  people  fade^ 
The  demons  fly—  The  ghof}  itfelf  is  laid. 
In  njain  of  martial  fcenes  the  loud  alarms ^ 
The  mighty  prompter  thundering  out  to  arms^ 
The  playhcufe  poffe  clattering  fr^m  afar^ 
The  clofe-ivedg' d  battle,  and  the  din  of  nvar* 
Nonu,  even  the  fenate  feldom  njje  con-oene  ; 
The  yanxining  fathers  nod  behind  the  fcene. 
Your  tajie  rejeSls  the  glittering  falje  fublime^ 
To  ftgh  in  metaphor,  and  die  in  rhime. 
High  rant  //  tumbled  from  his  gallery  throne  : 
Defcription,  dreams — nay,  fimilies  are  gone. 

What  fhall  nve  then  F  to  pleafe  you  hovj  denjife 
Whofe  judgment  fits  not  in  your  ears  and  eyes  ? 
Thricj  happy  /  could  ive  cat.h  great  ShakefpearV  arf^ 
To -J race  the  deep  recef^'es  of  the  heart  j 
His  finple  plain  fublime,  to  <which  is  gin/en 
To  Jlrike  the  f  ul  nvith  darted  flame  from  hia-ven  : 
Could  iw  aivake  foft  Otvvay'j  tender  'vjoe. 
The  pomp  of  verfe  and  golden  lines  of  Rowe. 

We  to  your  hearts  apply  :  let  them  attend'. 
Before  their  filent  candid  bar  nve  bend. 
If  ^warm'd,  they  lijlen,   'tis  cur  noblejl  praif  j 
Jf  cold,  they  iMither  all  the  mufe's  bays. 

The 


The  Perfons  reprefented 

Tancred,  Count  of  Z^fr^,  Mr.  Garrid^ 

Matted  Sikfredi,  Lord  High  1  ..      „, 

Chancellor  of  Sid/y,  |  ^^^-  ^kendan^ 

Earl   0/mond,  Lord  High  Con- 7  ..      _  , 
liable  of  Sicily,  \  ^^-  '2>f/««^. 

RoDOLPHO,   Friend  to  Tapered,! 

and  Captain  cf  the  Guards,     J  ^'-  ^'^'^^'''^^^ 

S I G I  s  M  u  N D A,  Daughter  of  SIfredi,  Mrs.  Cihher, 

Laura,  Sifler  of  Rcdblphoj   and)        .  > 

friend  to  Sigifmu,:da,  j   ^'^'  -^*^^''' 

Barons,  Officers,  Guards,  ^r* 
SCENE,   7/^^  C/V^y  of  Palermo  in  Sicily ,► 


^ancred  and  Sigif?nunda. 


TRAGEDY. 


ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

SiGisMUNDA,  Laura. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

AH  fatal  day  to  Sicily  !  The  king 
Approaches  his  laft  moments  ? 
Laura. 

So  'tis  fear'd, 

SiGISMUNDA. 

The  death  of  thofe  diftinguifh'd  by  their  ftation. 
But  by  their  virtue  more,  awakes  the  mind 

To 
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To  folemn  dread,  and  flrikes  a  faddening  awe : 
Not  that  we  grieve  for  them,  but  for  ourfeives. 
Left  to^the  toil  of  life — And  yet  the  beft 
Are,  by  the  playful  children  of  this  world. 
At  once  forgot,  as  they  had  never  been. 

Laura,  'tis  faid  —  the  heart  is  fometimes  charged 
With  a  prophetic  fadnefs :  Such,  methinks. 
Now  hangs  on  mine.    The  king's  approaching  death 
Suggefts  a  thoufana  fears.     What  troubles  thence 
May  throw  the  ftate  once  more  into  confufion, 
What  fudden  changes  in  my  father's  houfe 
May  rife,  and  part  me  from  my  deareft  Tancred, 
Alarms  my  thought. 

Laura. 

The  fears  of  love-fick  fancy! 
Perverfely  bufy  to  torment  itfelf. 
But  be  affur'd,  your  father's  ileady  frjendfhip, 
Join'd  to  a  certain  genius,  that  commands. 
Not  kneels  to  fortune,  will  fupport  and  cherifh, 
Here  in  the  public  eye  oi  Sicily, 
This—  I  may  call  him — his  adopted  fon, 
The  noble  Tancred,  form'd  to  all  his  virtues. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Ah  form'd  to  charm  his  daughter! — This  fair  morn 
Has  tempted  far  the  chace.     Is  he  not  yet 
R.eiurn'd  ? 

Laura. 

No. — When  your  father  to  the  king, 
Who  now  expiring  lies,  was  call'd  in  hafte, 

3  He 
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He  fent  each  way  his  meffengers  to  find  him  ; 
With  fuch  a  look  of  ardour  and  impatience, 
As  if  this  near  event  was  to  count  Tancred 
Of  more  importance  than  I  comprehend. 

SiGISWUNDA. 

There  lies,  my  Laura,  o'er  my  Tancred''^  birth 

A  cloud  I  cannot  pierce.     With  princely  accoft. 

Nay,  with  refpeft,  which  oft  I  have  obferv'd. 

Stealing  at  times  fubmifilve  o'er  his  features. 

In  Belmont''?,  woods  my  father  relr'd  this  youth— 

Ah  woods  !  where  firft  my  artlefs  bofom  learnt 

The  fighs  of  love. — He  gives  hiin  out  the  fon 

Of  an  old  friend,  a  baron  of  Apulia, 

Who  in  the  late  crufado  bravely  fell. 

But  then  'tis  ftrange  ;  is  all  r ' .   '  mily 

As  well  as  father  dead  "t  and  a.,  cheir  friends, 

Except  my  fire,  the  generora  good  SiJ'redi  P 

Had  he  a  mother,  iifter,  bicther  left. 

The  Jaft  remain  of  kindrec.  ;  with  what  pride, 

What  rapture,  might  they  iiv  o  er  earth  and  fea. 

To  claim  this  rifing  honour  of  their  blood  ! 

This  bright  unknown  !  this  all-accompliih'd  youth! 

Who  charms — too  much— the  heart  of  Sigifmundu! 

La  ra,  perhaps  your  brother  knows  him  better. 
The  friend  and  partner  of  his  freeil  hours. 
What  fays  Rcdolpho  ?  Does  he  truly  credit 
This  flory  of  his  birth  ? 

Laura, 

He  has  fbmetimes. 

Like 
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Like  you,  his  doubts ;  yet,  when  maturely  welgh'd. 

Believes  it  true.     As  for  lord  Tancred\  felf. 

He  never  entertain'd  the  flighteil  thought 

That  verg'd  to  doubt ;  but  oft  laments  his  flate. 

By  cruel  fortune  fo  ill-paii'd  to  yours, 

SiGlSMUNDA. 

Merit  like  his,  the  fortune  of  the  mind. 

Beggars  all  wealth — Then,  to  your  brother,  Laurdj 

He  talks  of  me  ? 

Laura, 
Of  nothing  elfe.     Hovve'er 
The  talk  begin,  it  ends  with  Sigifmunda. 
Their  morning,  noontide,  and  their  evening  walks 
Are  full  of  you;  and  all  the  woods  oi Belmont 
Inamour'd  with  your  name 

SlGISMUNDA. 

Away,  my  friend  ; 
You  flatter      ■  yet  the  dear  dclufion  charms. 

Laura. 
No   Sigifmunda^  'tis  tlie  ftrifleft  truth. 
Nor  half  the  truth,  I  tell  you.    Even  with  fondnefs 
My  brother  talks  for  ever  of  the  paffion. 
That  fires  young  Tancred^i  breaft.    So  much  it  flrikes 

him, 
He  praifes  love  as  if  he  were  a  lover. 
He  blames  the  falfe  puiTuits  of  vagrant  youth. 
Calls  them  gay  folly,  a  miflaken  ftruggle 
Againfl:  bcft^judging  Nature.     Heaven,  he  fays, 
In  laviili  bounty  form'd  the  heart  for  love ; 

In 
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In  love  included  all  the  finer  feeds 

Of  honour,  virtue,  friendfliip,  pureft  blifi— — 

SigismuiJda. 
Virtuous  Rodolpho  ! 

Laura. 
Then  his  pleafing  theme 
He  varies  to  the  praifes  of  your  lover 

SlGISMUNDA. 

And  what,  my  Laura,  fays  he  on  the  fubjed  ? 

Laura. 
He  fays  that,  tho'  he  were  not  nobly  born, 
Nature  has  form'd  him  noble,  generous,  brave. 
Truly  magnanimous,  and  warmly  fcorning 
\\  hatever  bears  the  fmalleft  taint  of  bafenefs  : 
That  every  eafy  virtue  is  his  own  ; 
Not  learnt  by  painful  labour,  but  infpir'd. 
Implanted  in  his  foal— Chiefly  one  charm 
He  in  his  graceful  charafter  obferves  ; 
That  tho'  his  paflions  burn  with  high  impatience. 
And  fometlmes,  from  a  noble  heat  of  nature. 
Are  ready  to  fly  off;  yet  the  leaft;  check 
Of  ruling  reafon  brings  them  back  to  temper. 
And  gentle  foftnefs. 

SlGISMUNDA. 

True  !  O  true,  Rodolpho  / 
Bleft  be  thy  kindred  worth  for  loving  his ! 
He  is  all  warmth,  all  amiable  fire. 
All  quick  heroic  ardor  !  temper'd  foft 
With  gentlenefs  of  heart,  and  manly  reafon  \ 

Vol.  IV.  F  If 


9?        T  A  N  C  R  E  D    and 

If  Virtue  were  to  wear  a  human  form. 

To  light  it  with  her  dignity  and  flame. 

Then  foft'ning  mix  her  fmiles  and  tender  graces ; 

O  fhe  would  chufe  the  perfon  oi  my  Tancred ! 

Go  on,  my  friend,  go  on,  and  ever  praifc  him; 

The  fubjeft  knows  no  bounds,  nor  can  I  tire, 

While  my  breaft  trembles  to  that  fweetefl  mufit:! 

The  heart  of  woman  taftes  no  truer  joy. 

Is  never  flatter'd  with  fuch  dear  enchantment—— 

'Tis  more  than  felfifh  vanity — as  when 

She  hears  the  praifes  of  the  man  flie  loves      «- 

Laura. 
Madam,  your  father  comes. 


S  C  E  N  E     II. 

SiFFREDI,    SiGISMUNDA,   LaURA. 
SiFFREDI. 

\To  a?i  Attendant  as  he  enter;, 
Lord  Tancred  then 
Is  found  ? 

Attendant. 
My  lord,  he  quickly  will  be  here. 
I  fcarce  could  keep  before  him,  tho'  he  bid  me 
Speed  on,  to  fay  he  would  attend  your  orders. 

SiFFREDI. 

»Tis  well— retire — You,  too,  my  daughter,  leave  me. 

SiGIS- 
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SiGISMUNDA, 

I  go,  my  father — But  how  fares  the  king  ? 

SlFFREDf. 

He  is  no  more.     Gone  to  that  awful  flate, 
Where  kings  the  crown  wear  only  of  their  virtues. 

SiGISMO  NDA. 

How  bright  muft  then  be  his ! — This  ftroke  is  fudden. 
He  was  this  morning  well,  when  to  the  chace 
Lord  Tancred  went, 

SiFFREDI, 

'Tis  true.     But  at  his  years 
Death  gives  fliort  notice — Drooping  nature  then. 
Without  a  gufl  of  pain  to  fhake  it,  falls. 
His  death,  my  daughter,  was  that  happy  period 
Which  few  attain.     The  duties  of  his  day 
Were  all  difcharg'd,  and  gratefully  enjoy'd 
It's  noblefl  bleffings ;  calm  as  evening  flcies. 
Was  his  pure  mind,  and  lighted  up  with  hopes 
That  open  heaven  ;  when,  for  his  lail  long  fleep 
Timely  prepar'd,  a  laffitude  of  life, 
A  pleafmg  wearinefs  of  mortal  joy, 
Fell  on  his  foul,  and  down  he  funk  to  rclh 

O  may  my  death  be  fuch  ! He  but  one  wi(h 

Left  unfulfiird,  which  was  to  fee  count  Tancred    ^  'W 

Sigismunda. 
To  fee  count  Tancred  ! — Pardon  me,  my  lord— — • 

SiFFREDI. 

For  what,  my  daughter? — But,  with  fuch  emotion. 
Why  did  you  flart  at  mention  of  count  Tancred? 

F  2  Sicis- 
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SlX;iSMUNDA. 

Nothing — I  only  hop'd  the  dying  king 

Might  mean  to  make  feme  generous  jufl  provifion 

For  this  your  worthy  charge,  this  noble  orphan. 

SiFFREDI. 

And  he  has  done  it  largely — Leave  me  now— 
I  want  fome  private  conference  with  lord  Tancred^ 


SCENE    III. 

SiFFREDI  alone. 
My  doubts  are  but  too  true — If  thefe  old  eyes 
Can  trace  the  marks  of  love,  a  mutual  paflion 
Has  feiz'd,  I  fear,  my  daughter  and  this  prince. 
My  fovereign  now — Should  it  be  fo  ?  Ah  there. 
There  lurks  a  brooding  tempeft,  that  may  fhake 
My  long  concerted  fcheme,  to  fettle  firm 
The  public  peace  and  welfare,  which  the  king 

Has  made  the  prudent  bafis  of  his  will 

Away  !  unworthy  views !  you  fhall  not  tempt  me  ! 
Nor  interert,  nor  ambition  fhall  feduce 

.  Afy  fixt  refolve perifli  the  felfilh  thought, 

Which  our  own  good  prefers  to  that  of  millions  !— 
He  comes — my  king — unconfcious  of  his  fortune. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    IV.  ; 

Tanxred,  Siffredi. 

Tancred, 
My  lord  SiJ'redi^  in  your  looks  I  read, 
Confirm'd,  the  mournful  news  that  fly  abroad 
From  tongue  to  tongue — We  then,  at  lafl,  have  Idl 
The  good  old  king  ? 

Siffredi. 

Yes,  we  have  loft  a  father ! 
The  greateft  blefling  Heaven  beftows  on  mortals. 
And  feldom  found  amidft  thefe  wilds  of  time. 
A  good,  a  worthy  king  ! — Hear  me,  my  Tancred^ 
And  I  will  tell  thee,  in  a  few  plain  words, 
How  he  deferv'd  that  beft,  that  glorious  title. 
'Tis  nought  complex,   'tis  clear  as  truth  and  virtue. 
He  lov'd  his  people,  deem'd  them  all  his  children  ; 
The  good  exalted,  and  deprefs'd  the  bad. 
He  fpurn'd  the  flattering  crew,  with  fcorn  rejefled 
Their  fmooth  advice  that  only  means  themfelves, 
']'heir  fchemcs  to  aggrandize  him  into  bafenefs : 
Nor  did  he  ItTs  difdain  the  fecret  breath, 
The  whifper'd  tale,  that  blights  a  virtuous  name. 
He  fought  alone  the  good  of  thofe  for  whom 
He  was  entrufted  with  the  fovereign  power : 
Well  knowing  that  a  people  in  their  rights 
And  iqdaftry  protected  ;  living  fafe 

F  3  leaeath 
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Beneath  the  facred  flielter  of  the  laws, 
Eccourag'd  in  their  genius,  arts,  and  labours, 
And  happy  each  as  he  himfelf  deftrves, 
AiQ  ne"er  ungrateful.     With  unfparing  hand 
They  will  for  Jiim  provide  :  their  f.lial  love 
And  confidence  are  his  unfailing  treafurc, 
And  ^\eTy  honeft  man  his  faithful  guard. 

Tancred. 
A  general  face  of  grief  o'erfpreads  the  city. 
]  n>ark'd  the  people,  as  1  hither  came, 
Jn  crowds  afiembled,  ftruck  with  filent  forrow, 
And  pouring  forth  the  nobleil:  praife  of  tears. 
Thofe   whom  remembrance  of  their  former  woes. 
And  long  experience  of  the  vain  illufions 
Of  youthful  hope,  had  into  wife  confent 
And  fear  of  change  correfted,  wrung  their  hands. 
And  often  caliing  up  their  eyes  to  heaven, 
Gave  fign  of  fad  conjedlure.     Others  fliev/d. 
Athwart  their  grief,  or  real  or  afreifted, 
A  gleam  of  expe(5>ation,  f  cm  what  chance 
An.d  chan&e  might  bring.     A  mineled  murmur  run 
Along  the  fireets ;  and,  from  the  lonely  court 
Of  him  who  can  no  more  afhft  their  fortunes, 
1  law  the  courtier-fry,  with  eager  halle. 
All  hurrying  to  Ccrjiar.tia. 

Si  ffredi, 

I^oble  youth! 
I  joy  to  hear  from  thee  thefe  juft  refledions, 
Worthy  of  riper  years — But  if  they  feek 

Conjiantia^ 
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ConJlantiOy  truft  me,  they  miftake  their  courfe. 

TaNCR  ED, 

How  !  Is  fhe  not^  my  lord,  the  late  king's  filler. 

Heir  to  the  crown  of  Sicily  ?  the  laft 

Qf  our  fam'd  Norjnan  line^  and  now  oar  queea? 

SlFFREDI. 

Tancred,  'tis  true^  fhe  is  the  late  king's  fifler. 
The  fole  furviving  offspring  of  that  tyrant 
William  the  Bad — fo  for  his  vices  Itil  d  ; 
Who  fpilt  much  noble  blood,  and  fore  opprefs'd: 
Th'  exhaulted  land:  whence  grievous  wars  arofe. 
And  many  a  dire  convulfion  fhook  the  ftate. 
When  he,  whofe  death  Sicilia  mourns  to-day, 
William,  who  has  and  well  deferv'd  the  name 
Of  Goody  fucceeding  to  his  father's  throne, 
Reliev'd  his  country's  woes — But  to  returrt — 
She  is  the  late  king's  filler,  born  fome  months 
After  the  tyrant's  death,  but  not  next  heir, 

Tancred,. 
You  much  furprife  me — May  I  then  prefume 
To  aik  who  is  i 

SiFFREDI. 

Come  nearer,  noble  Tancred, 
Son  of  my  care  !  I  muft,  on  this  occafion, 
Confult  thy  generous  heart;  which,  when  conduced 
By  redlitude  of  mind  and  honeft  virtues. 
Gives  better  counfel  than  the  hoary  head- 
Then  know,  there  lives  a  prince,  here  in  Paltrmo^ 
The  lijieal  offspring  of  our  famous  hero, 

J?  4  Rogef 
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Rcger  the  Firft. 

Tancred. 
Great  Heaven  I — How  far  remov'J 
From  that  our  mighty  founder  ? 

SlFFREUI. 

His  great  orrandfon  : 
Sprung  from  liis  eldelt  fon,  who  died  untimely. 
Before  his  father. 

Tancred, 
Ha  !  the  prince  you  mean 
Is  he  not  Manfred's  fon  ?  The  generous,  brave. 
Unhappy  Manfred !  whom  the  tyrant  William^ 
You  juft  now  mention'd,  not  content  to  fpoil 
Of  his  paternal  crown,  threw  into  fetters, 
And  infamoufly  murder'd? 

SiFFREDI. 

Yes — the  fame. 
Tancred. 
By  Heavens  !  I  joy  to  find  our  Norman  reign, 
The  world's  fole  light  amidft  thefe  barbarous  ages ! 
Yet  rears  its  head  ;  and  ftiall  not,  from  the  lance, 
Pafs  to  the  feeble  diftaff — But  this  prince 
Where  has  he  lain  conceal'd  ? 

SiFFREDI. 

--'  The  late  good  king, 

By  noble  pity  mov'd,  contriv'd  to  fave  him 
From  his  dire  father's  unrelenting  rage. 
And  had  him  rear'd  in  private,  as  became 
liis  binh  and  hopes,  with  high  and  princely  nurture. 

Till 


S  I  G  I  S  M  U  N  D  a:        Its 

Till  now,  too  young  to  rule  a  troubled  ftate. 
By  civil  broils  moft  miferably  torn. 
He  in  his  fafe  retreat  has  lain  conceal'd. 
His  birth  and  fortune  to  himfelf  unknown  ; 
But  when  the  dying  king  to  me  entrufted. 
As  to  the  chancellor  of  the  realm,  his  will? 
His  fucceflbr  he  nam'd  him. 

Tancred. 

Happy  youth  ? 
He  then  will  triumph  o'er  his  father's  foes. 
O'er  haughty  Oj'mcnd,  and  the  tyrant's  daughter. 

SiFFREDI. 

Ay,  that  is  what  I  dread — that  heat  of  youth  y 

There  lurks,  I  fear,  perdition  to  the  ftate, 

1  dread  the  horrors  of  rekindled  war  : 

Tho'  dead,  the  tyrant  ftill  is  to  be  fear'd  j 

His  daughter's  party  flill  is  ftrong,  and  namerotJS^: '' 

Her  friend,  earl  O/moml,  conftable  oi  Sicily,  ''  ^ 

Experienc'd,  brave,  high-born,  of  mighty  intere ft.  >' 

Better  the  prince  and  princefs  fhould  by  marriage 

Unite  their  friends,  their  intereft  and  their  claims  j'? 

Then  will  the  peace  and  welfare  of  the  land 

On  a  firm  bafis  rife. 

Tancred. 
My  lord  Siffredr, 
If  by  myfelf  I  of  this  prince  may  judge. 
That  fcheme  will  fcarce  fuceeed — Your  prudent  age 
In  vain  will  counlel,  if  the  heart  forbid  it —  '  J 

But  wherefore  fear  ?  The  right  is  clearly  his  j    -'A 

F  5  And, 
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And,  under  your  direftion,  with  each  man 

Of  worth,  and  ftedfaft  loyalty,  to  back 

At  once  the  king's  appointment  and  his  birthright. 

There  is  no  ground  for  fear.    They  have  great  odds, 

Againft  th'  aftonilh'd  fons  of  violence, 

"Who  fight  with  awful  juftice  on  their  fide. 

All  Sicily  will  roufe,  all  faithful  hearts 

Will  range  themfelves  around  prince  Manfred^^  fon* 

For  me,  1  here  devote  me  to  the  fervice 

Of  this  young  prince  ;  I  every  drop  of  blood 

"Will  lofe  with  joy,  with  tranfport  in  his  caufe— 

pardon  my  warmth — but  that,  my  lord,  will  never 

To  this  decifion  come — Then  find  the  prince; 

Lofe  not  a  moment  to  awaken  in  him 

The  royal  foul.     Perhaps  he  now  defpondirg 

Pines  in  a  corner,  and  laments  his  fortune  ; 

That  in  the  narrower  bounds  of  private  life 

He  muft  confine  his  aims,  thofe  fwelling  virtues 

Which  from  his  noble  father  he  inherits. 

SiFFREDI. 

Perhaps,  regardlefs,  in  the  common  bane 

Of  youth  he  melts,  in  vanity  and  love. 

Put  if  the  feeds  of  virtue  glow  within  him, 

I  will  awake  a  higher  fenfe,  a  love 

That  grafps  the  loves  and  happinefs  of  millions. 

Tancred. 
Why  that  furmife  ?  Or  fliould  he  love,  Siffredi, 
J  doubt  not,  it  is  nobly,  which  will  raife 
And  animate  his  virtues — O  permit  me 

To 
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To  plead  the  caufe  of  youth — Their  virtoe  oft 

In  pleafure's  foft  enchantment  luli'd  a  while. 

Forgets  itfelf ;  it  fleeps  and  gayly  dreams, 

Till  great  occafion  roufe  it :  Then  all  flame. 

It  walks  abroad,  with  heighten'd  foul  and  vigour. 

And  by  the  change  aftonilhes  the  world. 

Even  with  a  kind  of  Tympathy,  I  feel 

The  joy  that  waits  this  prince ;  when  all  the  powers, 

Th'  expanding  heart  can  wifh,  of  doing  good; 

Whatever  fwells  ambition,  or  exalts 

The  human  foul  into  divine  emotions. 

All  crowd  at  once  upon  him. 

SiFFREDI. 

Ah,  my  Tancrtdf 
Nothing  fo  eafy  as  In  fpeculation, 
And  at  a  dirtance  feen,  the  courfe  of  honour, 
A  fair  delightful  champain  ftrew'd  with  flowers. 
But  when  the  praiSlice  comes  j  when  our  fond  paflionr,- 
Pleafure,  and  pride,  and  felf-indulgence,  throw 
Their  magic  duft  around,  the  profpeft  roughens;- 
Then  dreadful  pafles,  craggy  mountains  rife, 
CliiFs  to  be  fcai'd,  and  torrents  to  be  ftemm'd : 
Then  toil  enfues,  and  perfeverance  Hern ; 
And  endlefs  combats  with  our  grofler  fenfe. 
Oft  loft,  and  oft  renew'd ;  and  generous  paia 
For  others  felt ;  and  harder  leflbn  ftill ! 
Our  honeft  bii^  for  others  facrific'd  ; 
And  all  the  rugged  ta&  of  virtue  quails 
The  ftouteft  heart  of  common  refolution. 

F  6  FdW 
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Few  p-et  above  this  turbid  fcenc  of  Ilrife, 
Few  gain  the  fuminit,  breathe  that  purell:  air, 
Tliat  heavenly  ether,  which  untroubled  fees 
The  llorm  of  vice  and  pafTion  rage  below. 

Tancred. 
MoH  true,  my  lord.     But  why  thus  augure  ill  ? 
You  feem  to  doubt  this  prince.     I  knpw  him  not. 
Yet  oh,  methtnks,  my  heart  could  anfwer  for  him ! 
The  jundlure  is  fo  high,  fo  ftrong  the  gale 
That  blows  from  heaven,  as  thro'  the  deadeft  foul 
Might  breathe  the  godlike  energy  of  virtue. 

SiFFREDI. 

J-lear  him,  immortal  Ihades  of  his  great  fathers  !  — 

Forgive  me,  Sir,  this  trial  of  your  heart ; 
Thou  !  Thou  art  he  ! 

Tancred* 

t  SlFFR£DI. 

Tancred,  thou  ! 
Thou  art  the  man,  of  all  the  many  thoufands 
That  toil  upon  the  bofom  of  this  ifle 
By  Heaven  eledled  to  command  the  reft. 
To  rule,  proted  them,  and  to  make  them  happy  I 

Tancrei>. 
Manfred  my  father  !  I  the  laft  fupport 
Of  the  fam'd  Norman  line,  that  awes  the  world  ! 
1 1  who  this  morning  wander'd  forth  an  orphan, 
Outcaft  of  all  but  thee,  my  fecond  father  1 
Thus  call'd  to  glory  !  to  the  firll  great  lot 

Q£ 
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Of  human  kind! — O  wonder-working  Hand 

That,  in  majeftic  filence,  fways  at  will 

The  mighty  movements  of  unbounded  nature  ; 

0  grant  me,  Heaven  !  the  virtues  to  fuftaih 
This  awful  burden  of  fo  many  heroes  ! 

Let  me  not  be  exalted  into  fhame, 

Set  up  the  worthlefs  pageant  of  vain  grandeur. 

Meantime  I  thank  the  juftice  of  the  king. 
Who  has  my  right  bequeath'd  me.    Thee,  Siffrediy 

1  thank  thee — O  I  ne'er  enough  can  thank  thee  ! 
Yes,  thou  haft  been — thou  art — fhalt  be  my  father  !: 
Thou  fhalt  dire£l  my  unexperienc'd  years, 

Shalt  be  the  ruling  head,  and  I  the  hand. 

SlFFREDl. 

It  is  enough  for  me — to  fee  my  fovereign 
Afiert  his  virtues,  and  maintain  his  honour. 

Tancred. 
I  think,  my  lord,  you  faid  the  king  committed 
To  you  his  will.     I  hope  it  is  not  clogg'd 
With  any  bafe  conditions,  any  claufe. 
To  tyrannize  my  heart,  and  to  Conjiantia 
Enflave  my  hand  devoted  to  another. 
The  hint  you  juft  now  gave  of  that  alliance, 
You  muft  imagine,  wakes  my  fear.     But  know. 
In  this  alone  i  will  not  bear  difpute. 
Not  even  from  thee,  Siffredi ! — Let  the  councii 
Be  ftrait  afTembled,  and  the  will  there  open'd: 
Thence  ilfue  fpeedy  orders  to  convene. 
This  day  ere  noon,  the  fenate  ;  where  thofe  barons. 

Who 
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Who  now  are  in  Palermo,  will  attend. 
To  pay  their  ready  homage  to  the  king. 
Their  rightful  king,  who  claims  his  native  crowir^ 
And  will  not  be  a  king  by  deeds  and  parchments, 

SiFFREDI. 

I  go,  my  Hege.     But  once  again  permit  me 

To  tell  you Now,  now,  is  the  trying  criiisy. 

That  murt  determine  of  your  future  reign. 
O  with  heroic  rigour  watch  your  heart  ! 
And  to  the  fovereign  duties  of  the  king, 
Th'  unequal'd  pleafures  of  a  God  on  earth. 
Submit  the  common  joys,  the  common  paffionsj 
Nay,  even  the  virtues  of  the  private  man. 

Tancred. 
Of  that  no  more.     They  not  oppofe,  but  aid^ 
Invigorate,  eheriih,  and  reward  each  other. 
The  kind  all-ruling  Wifdom  is  nO' tyrant. 


SCENE    V» 

Tancred  alone, 
Nov/,  generous  Sigi/munda,  comes  my  turn 
To  fhew  my  love  was  not  of  thine  unworthy. 
When  fortune  bade  me  blulh  to  look  to  thee. 
But  what  is  fortune  to  the  wilh  of  love  ?^ 
A  mlferable  bankrupt!  O 'tis  poor, 
*Tis  fcanty  all,  whate'er  we  can  beftow  ! 
The  wealth  of  kings  is  wretchednefs  and  want !— • 

Quick? 
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Quick,  let  me  find  her  !  tafle  that  higheft  Joy, 
Th'  exalted  heart  can  know,  the  mixt  efFufion 
Of  gratitude  and  love ! — Behold,  Ihe  comes ! 
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TaNCRED,    SiGlSMUNDA,     ' 

Tancred, 
My  fluttering  foul  was  all  on  wing  to  find  thee^-^ 
My  love  !  my  Sigifmunda  / 

SiGISMUNDA, 

O  my  Tancred  I 
Tell  me,  what  means  this  myftery  and  gloom 
That  lowrs  around?  Jufl  now,  involv'd  in  thought. 
My  father  fhot  athwart  me — You,  my  lord, 
Seem  ftrangely  mov'd — I  fear  feme  dark  event 
From  the  king's  death  to  trouble  our  repofe. 
That  tender  calm  we  in  the  woods  of  Belmont 
So  happily  enjoy'd       -Explain  this  hurry, 
Wliat  means  it  ?  Say. 

Tancrkd. 
It  means  that  we  are  happy? 
Beyond  our  moft  romantic  wifhes  happy  ! 

SlGISMVNOA. 

Yea  but  perplex  me  more. 

Tancrkd^ 
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Tancred. 
It  means,  my  faireft  ! 
That  thoii  art  queen  of  Sicily ;  and  I 
The  happieft  of  mankind!  than  monarch  more  ! 
Becaufe  with  thee  1  can  adorn  my  throne. 
Man/red^  who  fell  by  tyrant  Willic.m\  rage, 
Fam'd  Rcger''%  lineal  iffue,  was  my  father. 

\PauJlng. 
You  droop,  my  love  ;  dejefted  on  a  fudden  j 
You  feem  to  mourn  my  fonune — The  foft  tear 
Springs  in  thy  eye — O  let  riie  kifs  it  off— — 
Why  this,  my  Sigifinunda  F  . 

SlGlSM.UNDA. 

Royal  Tancredy 
None  at  your  glorious  fortune  can  like  me 
Rejoice  ; — yet  me  alone,  of  all  Sicilians^ 
It  makes  unhappy. 
':  Tancred. 

1  (hculd  hate  it  then  \ 
Should  throw,  with  fcorn,  the  fplendid  ruin  from  mc!" — 
No,  Sigijmunda,  'tis  my  hope  with  thee 
To  fhare  it,  whence  it  draws  its  richefl  value. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

You  are  my  fovereign — I  at  humble  diitance     ■  *■ 

Tancred. 
Thou  art  my  queen  !  the  fovereign  of  my  foul! 
You  never  reign'd  with  fuch  triumphant  lullre. 
Such  winning  charms  as  now  ;  yet,  thou  art  Ilill 
The  dear,  the  tender,  generous  Sigifmunda  ! 
I  -  •  ;'  WhO;> 
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Who,  with  a  heart  exalted  far  above 
Thofe  felfifli  views  that  charm  the  common  breafl, 
Stoop'd  from  the  height  of  life  and  courted  beauty. 
Then,  then,  to  love  me,  when  1  feem'd  of  fortune 
The  hopelefs  outcaft,  when  I  had  no  friend. 
None  to  proteft  and  own  me  but  thy  father. 
And  would'ft  thou  claim  all  goodnefs  to  thyfelf? 
Canft  thou  thy  Tancred  deem  fo  dully  form'd. 
Of  fuch  grofs  clay,  juft  as  I  reach  the  point — 
A  point  my  wildeft  hopes  could  never  image- 
In  that  great  moment,  full  of  every  virtue, 
That  I  fhould  then  fo  mean  a  traitor  prove 
To  the  belt  blifs  and  honour  of  mankind. 
So  much  difgrace  the  human  heart,  as  then, 
J"or  the  dead  form  of  flattery  and  pomp, 
The  faithlefs  joys  of  courts,  to  quit  kind  truth. 
The  cordial  fvveets  of  friendfhip  and  of  love. 
The  life  of  life  !  my  all,  my  Sigifmunda  ! 
I  could  upbraid  thy  fears,  call  them  unkind. 
Cruel,  unjuft,  an  outrage  to  my  heart. 
Did  they  not  fpring  from  love. 

SiGlSMUNDA. 

Think  not,  my  lord. 
That  to  fuch  vulgar  doubts  I  can  defcend. 
Your  heart,  I  know,  difdains  the  little  thought 
Of  changing  with  the  vain  external  change 
Of  circumftance  and  fortune.     Rather  thence 
It  would,  with  rifing  ardour,  greatly  feel 
A  noble  pride  to  fliew  itfelf  the  fame. 

But, 
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But,  ah  !  the  hearts  of  kings  are  not  their  own-. 
There  is  a  haughty  duty  that  fubjefts  them 
To  chains  of  Rate,  to  wed  the  public  welfare,. 
And  not  indulge  the  tender  private  virtues. 
Some  high-defcended  princefs,  who  will  bring 
New  povver  and  interell  to  your  throne,  demands 
Your  royal  hand — perhaps  Conjlantia—— 
Tancred. 

She! 
O  name  her  not !  Were  I  this  moment  free^ 
And  difengag'd  as  he  who  never  felt 
The  powerful  eye  of  beauty,  never  figh'd] 
For  matchlefs  worth  like  thine,  I  fhould  abhor 
All  thoughts  of  that  alliance.     Her  fell  father 
Moft  bafely  murder'd  mine  ;  and  ftie,  his  daughter^ 
Supported  by  his  barbarous  party  ftill. 
His  pride  inherits,  his  imperious  fpirit^ 
And  infolent  pretenfions  to  my  throne» 
And  canfl  thou  deem  rae  then  fo  poorly  tamjpj 
So  cool  a  traitor  to  my  father's  blood, 
As  frnrn  the  pr'ddent  cowardice  of  ftate 
E'er  to  fubmit  to  fuch  a  bafe  propofal  ? 
Detelled  thought !  O  doubly,  doubly  hateful ! 
From  the  two  ftrongeft  paffions  j  from  averlioa 
To  this  Co fi/ia>:iia~  and  from  love  to  tbee» 

Cuflom,  'tis  true,  a  venerable  tyrant. 
O'er  fervile  man  extends  her  blind  dominion  : 
The  pride  of  kings  enflaves  them  ;  their  ambition^ 
Or  intereft,  lords  it  o'er  the  better  paflions. 

But 
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But  vain  their  tali<,  mafk'd  under  fpecious  words 

Of  ftation,  duty,  and  of  public  good  : 

They  whom  ]ull  Heaven  has  to  a  throne  exalted. 

To  guard  the  rights  and  liberties  of  others. 

What  duty  binds  them  to  betray  their  own  ? 

For  me,  my  free-born  heart  (hall  bear  no  didlates> 

But  thofe  of  truth  and  honour;   wear  no  chains. 

But  the  dear  chains  of  love  and  Slgifmunda  ! 

Or  if  indeed  my  choice  muft  be  directed 

By  views  of  public  good,  whom  fhall  i  chufe 

So  fit  to  grace,  to  dignify  a  crown, 

And  beam  fweet  mercy  on  a  happy  people, 

As  thee,  my  love  ?  whom  place  upon  my  throne 

But  thee,  defcended  from  the  good  Siffredi  ! 

'Tis  fit  that  heart  be  thine,  which  drew  from  him 

Whate'er  can  make  it  worthy  thy  acceptance. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Ceale,  ceafe,  to  raife  my  hopes  above  my  duty.' 
Charm  me  no  more,  my  Tancred  ! — O  that  we 
In  thofe  bleft  woods,  where  firft  you  won  my  foul. 
Had  pafs'd  our  gentle  days  :  far  from  the  toii 
And  pomp  of  courts!  Such  is  the  wiih  of  love; 
Of  love,  that,  with  delightful  weaknefs,  knows 
Ko  blifs  and  no  ambition  but  itfelf. 
But,  in  the  world's  full  light,  thofe  charming  dreams^ 
Thofe  fond  illufions  vanifh.     Awful  duties. 
The  tyranny  of  men,  even  your  own  heart. 
Where  lurks  afenfe  your  paffion  ftifles  now. 
And  proud  imperious  honour  call  you  from  me. 

•Ti* 
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'Tis  all  in  vain — You  cannot  hufh  a  voice 
That  murmurs  here — I  mull  not  be  perfuaded  f 

Tancred,  kneeling. 
Hear  me,  thou  foul  of  all  my  hopes  and  wifhes ! 
And  witnefs,  Heaven  I  prime  fource  of  love  and  joy ! 
Not  a  whole  warring  world  combin'd  agtiinft  me ; 
Its  pride,  its  fplendor,  its  impofing  forms, 
Nor  intereft,  nor  ambition,  nor  the  face 
Cf  folemn  ftate,  not  even  thy  father's  wifdom. 
Shall  ever  Ihake  my  faith  to  Sigifmunda  ! 

[Trumpets  and  acclamations  heard. 
But,  hark  !  the  public  voice  to  duties  call  me, 
Which  with  unweary'd  zeal  I  will  difcharge  ; 
And  thou,  yes  thou,  fhalt  be  my  bright  reward- 
Yet — ere  I  go — to  hufh  thy  lovely  fears, 

Thy  delicate  objections ^    [^writes  his  name. 

Take  this  blank, 
Sign'd  with  my  name,  and  give  it  to  thy  father  '.] 
Tell  him  'tis  my  command,  it  be  fiU'd  up. 
With  a  moll  Uriel  and  folemn  marriage-contraft, 
Ho'.v  dear  each  tie  !  how  charming  to  my  foul ! 
That  more  unites  me  to  my  Sigifmunda. 

For  thee  and  for  my  people's  good  to  live, 

Is  all  the  blifs  vvhith  fovereign  power  can  give. 


^be  End  of  the  Firfl  Aa. 
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A  C  T     II.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SiFFREDi  alone. 

SO  far  'tis  well — The  late  king's  will  proceeds 
Upon  the  plan  I  counfel'd;  that  prince  Tamrea. 
Shall  make  Conjlantia  partner  of  his  throne. 

0  great,  O  wiQi'd  event !  whence  the  dire  feeds 
Of  dark  inteftine  broils,  of  civil  war, 

And  all  its  dreadful  miferies  and  crimes. 
Shall  be  for  ever  rooted  from  the  land. 
May  thefe  dim  eyes,  long  blafted  by  the  rage 
Of  cruel  faftion  and  my  country's  woes, 
Tir'd  with  the  toi'ls  and  vanities  of  life. 
Behold  this  period,  then  be  clos'd  in  peace ! 

But  how  this  mighty  obilacle  furmount. 
Which  love  has  thrown  betwixt?  Love,  that  diflurbs 
Thefchemesofvvifdom  flill;  that,  wing'd  with  paffion. 
Blind  and  impetuous  in  its  fond  purfuits. 
Leaves  the  grey-headed  reafon  far  behind, 
Alas !  how  frail  the  ftate  of  human  blifs  I 
When  even  our  honeft  pafllons  oft  deftroy  it. 

1  was  to  blame,  in  folitude  and  fhades, 

Infedllous 
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Jnfefllous  fcenes!  to  truR  their  youthful  hearts. 
Would  I  had  mark'd  the  rifing  flame  I  that  now 
Burns  out  with  dangerous  force — My  daughter  owns 
Her  paflion  for  the  king  ;  (he  trembling  own'd  it. 
With  prayers  and  tears  and  tender  fupplications. 
That  almoft  fhook  my  firmnefs — And  this  blank. 
Which  his  rafh  fcndnefs  gave  her,  fhews  how  much. 
To  what  a  wild  extravagance  he  loves — 
I  fee  no  means — it  foils  my  deepeft  thought- 
How  to  controul  this  madnefs  of  the  king, 
That  wears  the  face  of  virtue,  and  will  thence 
Difdain  reftraint,  will  from  his  generous  heart 
Borrow  new  rage,  even  fpecioufly  oppofe 
To  reafon  reafon — But  it  mufl:  be  done. 
My  own  advice,  of  which  I  more  and  more 
Approve,  the  ftrift  conditions  of  the  will. 
Highly  demand  his  marriage  with  ConJIantiWy 
Or  elfe  her  party  has  a  fair  pretence 

AnA  all,  at  once,  is  horror  and  confufion 

How  ifTue  from  this  maze? — The  crowding  barons 

Here  fummon'd  to  the  palace,  meet  already, 

To  pay  their  homage,  and  confirm  the  will. 

On  a  few  moments  hangs  the  public  fate, 

On  a  few  hafly  moments — Ha!  there  fhone 

A  gleam  of  hope — Yes — with  this  very  paper 

I  yet  will  fave  him  —  NecefTary  means 

For  good  and  noble  ends  can  ne'er  be  wrong. 

In  that  refiillefs,  that  peculiar  cafe. 

Deceit  is  truth  and  virtue — But  how  hold 

z  This 
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This  lion  In  the  toil  ? — O  I  will  form  it 

Of  fuch  a  fatal  thread,  twift  it  fo  ftrong 

With  all  the  ties  of  honour  and  of  duty. 

That  his  moil  defperate  fury  fhall  not  break 

The  honeft  fnare — Here  is  the  royal  hand— 

I  will  beneath  it  write  a  perfedl,  full. 

And  abfolute  agreement  to  the  will ; 

Which  read  before  the  nobles  of  the  realm 

Aflembied,  in  the  facred  face  oi  Sicily , 

Cmjiantia  prefent,  every  heart  and  eye 

Fix'd  on  their  monarch,  ever);,  tongue  applauding. 

He  muft  fubmit,  his  dream  of  love  mull  vaniQi— 

It  fhali  be  done ! To  me,  I  know,  'tis  ruin  j 

But  fafety  to  the  public,  to  the  king. 

I  will  not  reafon  more,  I  will  not  lillen 

Even  to  the  voice  of  honour — No — 'tis  fix'd  ! 

I  here  de^'ote  me  for  my  prince  and  country  j  ' 

Let  them  be  fafe,  and  let  me  nobly  perilh  ! 

Behold  earl  Ofmcnd  comes  j  without  whofe  aid 
My  fchemes  are  all  in  vain. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Osmond,  Siffredi. 

Osmond. 

My  lord  Siffredi, 
\  from  the  council  haften'd  to  Conjiantia, 
And  have  accomplifh'd  what  we  there  propos'd. 
The  prlncefs  to  the  will  fubmits  her  claims. 
She  with  her  prefence  means  to  grace  the  fenate. 
And  of  your  royal  charge  young  Tancred's  hand 
Accept.     At  firft,  indeed,  it  fliock'd  her  hopes 
Of  reigning  fole,  this  new  fnrprizlng  fcene 
Oi  Matifred^s  fon,  appointed  by  the  king 

With  her  joint  heir But  1  fo  fully  ihew'd 

The  juilice  of  the  cafe,  the  public  good 

And  fure  eftablifh'd  peace  which  thence  would  rife, 

Join'd  to  the  ftrong  neceffity  that  urg'd  her. 

If  on  Sicilians  throne  (he  meant  to  fit, 

As  to  the  wife  difpofal  of  the  will 

Her  high  ambition  tam'd.     Methought,  befides, 

I  could  difcern  that  not  from  prudence  merely 

She  to  this  choice  fubmitted, 

SiFKREDI. 

Noble  Oftnond^ 
You  have  in  this  done  to  the  public  great 
And  fignal  fervice.     Yes,  I  muft  avow  it ; 
This  frank  and  ready  inftance  of  your  zeal, 

3  -fn 
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In  fuch  a  trying  crifis  of  the  ftate, 
When  intereit  and  ambition  might  have  warp'd 
Your  views ;  I  own,  this  truly  generous  virtue 
Upbraids  the  raftinefs  of  my  former  judgment, 

Osmond, 
StjJ'redi,  no.— i-To  you  belongs  the  praife  ; 
'1  he  glorious  work  is  yours.     Had  I  not  feiz'd, 
Improv'd  the  wilh'd  occafion  to  root  out 
Divifion  from  the  land,  and  fave  my  country, 
I  had  been  bafe,  been  infamous  for  ever. 
'  ris  you,  my  lord,  to  whom  the  many  thoufands, 
7  hat  by  the  barbarous  fword  of  civil  war 
Had  fallen  inglorious,  owe  their  lives  j  to  you 
The  fons  of  this  fair  ifle,  from  her  firft  peers 
Down  to  the  fwain  who  tills  her  golden  plains. 
Owe  their  fafe  homes,  their  foft  domeftic  hours, 
And  thro'  late  time  pofterity  {hall  blefs  you. 
You  who  advis'd  this  wiii — I  blufh  to  think, 
I  have  fo  long  oppos'd  the  befl  good  man 

\\\  Zicil) With  what  imTiartial  care 

Ought  we  to  watch  o'er  prejudice  and  paffion. 
Nor  truft  too  much  the  jaundic'd  eye  of  party  ! 
Henceforth  its  vain  delufions  I  renounce. 
Its  hot  determinations,  that  confine 
All  merit  and  all  virtue  to  itfelf. 
To  yours  I  join  my  hand  ;  with  you  will  own 
No  intereft  and  no  party  but  my  country. 
Nor  is  your  friendlhip  only  my  ambition  : 
There  is  a  dearer  name,  the  name  of  father. 

Vol.  IV.  G  13/ 
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By  which  I  fhould  rejoice  to  call  Sijf'redi, 
Your  daughter's  hand  would  to  the  public  weal 
Unite  my  private  happinefs. 

SiFFREDI. 

My  lord, 
Vou  have  my  glad  confent.     To  be  allied 
To  your  dillinguifh'd  family,  and  merit, 
I  fiiall  elleem  an  honour.     From  my  foul 
I  here  embrace  earl  0/5«o«</as  my  friend. 
And  fon. 

Osmond. 
You  make  him  happy.     This  affent. 
So  frank  and  warm,  to  what  I  long  have  wifti'd) 
Engages  all  my  gratitude  ;  at  once, 
In  the  firfi:  bloffom,  it  matures  our  friendfhip. 
I  from  this  moment  vow  myfelf  the  friend. 
And  zealous  fervant  oi  SiJ'redt'z  houfe. 

Enter  an  Oj^cer  belonging  to  the  Court, 

Officer   to  Siffredi. 
The  king,  my  lord,  demands  your  fpeedy  prefence, 

SiFFREOl. 

I  will  attend  him  ftrait — Farewel,  my  lord : 
The  fenate  meets :  there,  a  few  moments  hence, 
I  will  rejoin  you. 

Osmond. 
There,  my  noble  lord, 
We  will  complete  this  falutary  work. 
Will  there  begin  a  new  aufpicious  era. 

7  SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Osmond  alone, 
^ij'redi  gives  his  daughter  to  my  vvifhes  — 
But  does  fhe  give  herfelf  ?  Gay,  young,  and  flatter'^. 
Perhaps  engag'd,  will  fhe  her  youthful  heart 
Yield  to  my  hardier,  uncomplying  years  ? 
I  am  not  form'd,  by  flattery  and  praife. 
By  fighs  and  tears,  and  all  the  whining  trade 
Of  love,  to  feed  a  fair-one"s  vanity  ; 
To  charm  at  once  and  fpoil  her.     Thefe  foft  arts 
Nor  fuit  my  years  nor  temper  ;  thefe  be  left 
To  boys  and  doating  age.     A  prudent  father. 
By  nature  charg'd  to  guide  and  rule  her  choice, 
■Refigns  his  daughter  to  a  hufoand's  power. 
Who  with  fuperior  dignity,  with  reafon. 
And  manly  tendernefs,  will  ever  love  her ; 
Not  firil  a  kneeling  flav€,  and  then  a  tyrant. 


SCENE    IV. 

Osmond,  Barons, 

Osmond. 

My  lords,  I  greet  you  well.     This  wondrous  day 

Unites  us  all  in  amity  and  friendfhip. 

We  meet  to-day  with  open  hearts  and  looks, 

G  2  Not 
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Not  gloom'd  by  party,  fcouling  on  each  other/ 

But  all  the  children  of  one  happy  ifle, 

The  focial  fons  of  liberty.     No  pride. 

No  pafllon  now,  no  thwarting  views  divide  us : 

Prince  Manfred^  line,  at  laft,  to  WillianCs,  joiii'd. 

Combines  us  in  one  femily  of  brothers. 

This  to  the  late  good  king's  well-order'd  will. 

And  wife  Siffredi't  generous  care  we  owe. 

1  truly  give  you  joy.     Firll  of  you  all, 

I  here  renounce  thofe  errors  and  divifions 

That  have  fo  long  difturb'd  our  peace,  and  feem'd, 

Fermenting  ftill,  to  threaten  new  commotions — 

By  time  inllrudled  let  us  not  difdain 

To  quit  miflakes.     We  all,  my  lords,  have  err'd. 

Men  may,  1  find,  be  honeft,  tho'  they  differ, 

ift  Baron. 
Who  follows  not,  my  lord,  the  fair  example 
You  fet  us  all,  whate'er  be  his  pretence, 
Loves  not  with  fingle  and  unbiased  heart 
His  country  as  he  ought. 

zd  Barom. 

O  beauteous  Peace? 
Sweet  union  of"  a  ftate  !  What  elfe,  but  thou. 
Gives  fafety,  ftrength,  and  glory  to  a  people  ! 
I  bow,  lord  conftable,  beneath  the  fnow 
Of  many  years ;  yet  in  my  breaft  revives 
A  youthful  flame.     Methinks,  I  fee  again 
Thofe  gentle  days  renew'd,  that  blefs'd  our  ifle. 
Ere  by  ;his  waftcful  fury  of  divifion, 

Worle 
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Worfc  than  our  ^^tna'i  moft  deftrudive  £res, 
Jt  defolated  funk.     J  fee  our  plains 
Unbounded  waving  with  the  gifts  of  harveft  ; 
Our  feas  with  commerce  throng'd,  our  bufy  ports 
With  chearful  toil.     Our  Enna  blooms  afrefh  ; 
jAfrefli  the  fweets  of  thymy  lljhla  flow. 
Our  nymphs  and  fhepherd?,  fporting  in  each  vale, 
Infpire  new  fong,  and  wake  the  pailoral  reed — . 
The  tongue  of  age  is  fond — Come,  come,  my  fons  j 
]  long  to  fee  this  prince,  of  whom  the  world 
Speaks  largely  well — His  father  was  my  friend. 
The  brave  unhappy  Man/red^— QonxQ,  my  lords  j 
We  tarry  here  too  long. 


SCENE    V. 

Two  Officers,  keeping  off"  the  Crowd, 

One  of  the  Cro^jd. 

Shew  us  our  king. 
The  valiant  Majifred^s  fon,  who  lov'd  the  people— 
We  mult,  we  will  behold  him — Give  us  way. 

ift  Officer. 
Pray,  gentlemen,  give  back — it  muft  not  be— 
Give  back,  I  pray— on  fuch  a  glad  occafion 
1  would  not  ill  entreat  the  lowelt  of  you,    ' 

2d  Man  of  the  Crcn.<:d. 
Nay,  give  us  but  a  glim pfe  of  our  young  king. 

G  3  We 


126        T  A  N  C  R  E  D    iiml 

We  more  than  any  baron  of  them  all 
Will  pay  him  tfue  allegiance. 

id  Officer. 

Friends  —  indeed — 
You  cannot  pafi  this  way — We  have  Uriel  orders^ 
To  keep  for  hini  himfelf,  and  for  the  barons. 
All  thefe  apartments  clear — Go  to  the  gate 
That  fronts  the  fea — You  there  will  find  admifiioru 

All. 
Long  live  king  Tancred !  Manfred's,  fon— Pluzza! 

[Cron.vd  goes  off. 
ift  Officer. 
I  do  not  marvel  at  their  rage  of  joy  : 
He  is  a  brave  and  amiable  prince. 
When  in  my  lord  Siffredi's  houfe  I  liv'd. 
Ere  by  his  favour  i  obtain'd  this  office, 
I  there  remember  well  the  young  count  Tancred, 
To  fee  him  and  to  love  him  were  the  fame. 
He  was  fo  noble  in  his  ways,  yet  Hill 
So  affable  and  mild — Well,  well,  old  Sicily^ 
Yet  happy  days  await  thee  ! 

2d  Officer. 

Grant  it,  Heaven  ! 
We  have  feen  fad  and  troublous  times  enough. 
He  is,  they  fay,  to  wed  the  late  king's  lifterj 
Conjlantia. 

ifl  Officer. 
Friend,  of  that  I  greatly  doubt, 
Dr  I  miflake,  or  lord  ^ij'rcdi^  daughter, 

TIl3 
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The  gentle  Sigifmunda  has  his  heart. 

If"  one  may  judge  by  kindly  cordial  looks, 

And  fond  affiduous  care  to  pleafe  each  other, 

r.iofi;  certainly  they  love O  be  they  blell, 

As  they  deferve  !  Ic  were  great  pity  aught 
Should  part  a  matchlcis  pair  :   the  glory  Jie, 
And  ihe  the  blooming  grace  oi  Sicily  ! 

2d  Officer. 
My  lord  Rodolpho  comes^ 


SCENE    VI. 

Rodolpho,  from  the  Senate, 

Rodolpho. 

My  honeft  friends, 
You  may  retire.  [Oflicers  go  out, 

A  ftorm  Is  in  the  wind. 
This  Will  perplexes  all.     No,  Tancred  never 
Can  ftoop  to  thefe  conditions,  which  at  once 
Attack  his  rights,  his  honour,  and  his  lov^e. 
Thofewifeoldmcn,  thofeploddinggraveftatppedants. 
Forget  the  courfe  of  youth  ;  their  crooked  prudence. 
To  bafenefs  verging  ftill,  forgets  to  take 
Into  their  fine-fpun  fchemes  the  generous  heart. 
That  thro'  the  cobweb  fyftem  burfiing  lays 
Their  labours  wade — So  will  this  bufinefs  prove. 
Or  I  miltake  the  king — back  from  the  pomp 

G  4  He 
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He  feem'd  at  /irfl  to  fhrink  ;  and  round  his  biovv 
I  mark'd  a  gathering  cloud,  when  by  his  fide, 
As  if  delign'd  to  fiiare  the  public  homage. 
He  faw  the  tyrant's  daughter.     But  confefs'd. 
At  leaft  to  me>  the  doubling  tcnipeft  frown'd, 
And  fhook  his  fwelling  bofoni,  when  he  heard 
Th'  urijufl,  the  bafe  conditions  of  the  will. 
Uncertain,  toft  in  cruel  agitation, 
Ke  oft,  mcthought,  addrefs  d  himfelf  to  fpeak 
/nd  interrupt  Ziffredi ;  who  appear  d, 
"With  confcious  hade,  to  dread  that  interruption, 
And  hurry  d  on — iut  hark  !  1  hear  a  noife, 
As  if  th*  aflembly  rofe — Ha  !  Sigi/munda, 
Opprefs'd  wiih  grief  and  wrapt  in  pcnHve  forrow, 

PafTes  along 

[Sigifmunda  and  AttendanH  pafs  thro'  tls 
back  Jcene.     Laura  advances. 


SCENE    VII. 
RoDOLPHo,  Laura, 

Laura. 
Your  high-prais'd  f/iend,  the  king. 
Is  falfe,  mofc  vilely  faife  !    1  he  meanell  Have 
Ilad  fhown  a  nobler  heart ;  nor  grofsly  thus. 
By  the  firft  bait  ambition  fpread,  been  guU'd^ 
He  Manfred' i  fon  !  away  !  it  cannot  be  .' 

Thi 
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The  Ton  of  that  brave  prince  could  ne'er  betray 

Thofe  rights  To  long  ufurp'd  from  his  great  fathers. 

Which  he,  this  day,  by  fuch  amazing  fortune. 

Had  juft  regain'd ;  he  ne'er  could  facrifice 

Ah  faith,  all  honour,  gratitude  and  love. 

Even  juft  refentment  of  his  father's  fate. 

And  pride  itfelf ;  whate'er  exalts  a  man 

Above  the  groveling  fons  of  peafant-mud. 

All  in  a  moment — And  for  what  ?  why  truly. 

For  kind  permiffion,  gracious  leave,  to  fit 

On  his  own  throne  with  tyrant  IFilliam's  daughter  ! 

RODOLPHO. 

I         T  ftand  amaz'd — You  furely  wrong  him,  Laura, 
There  muft  be  fome  mlftake. 

Laura.  . 

There  can  be  none ! 
Si^redi  send  his  full  and  free  confent 
Before  th'  applauding  fenate.     True  indeed, 
A  fmall  remain  of  fhame,  a  timorous  weaknefs. 
Even  daftardlv  in  falihood,  made  him  blufh 
To  aft  this  fcene  in  Sigif/nundas  eye. 
Who  funk  beneath  his  perfidy  and  bafenefs. 
Hence,  till  to-morrow  he  adjourn'd  the  fenate— 
To-morrow  fix'd  with  infamy  to  crown  him  ! 
Then,  leading  oiF  his  gay  triumphant  princefs. 
He  left  the  poor  unhappy  Sigifmunda^ 
To  bend  her  trembling  fteps  to  that  fad  home 
His  faithlefs  vows  will  render  hateful  to  her — • 
He  comes — Farewel— I  cannot  bear  his  prefence  ! 

G  5  SCENE 
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SCENE   viir. 

TaNCRED,    SipFREDI,    RoDOLPHOa. 

Tancred  entering  to  SlfFredi. 
AvokI  me,  hoary  traitor!  —  Go,  Rodolpho, 
Give  orders  that  all  pafTages  this  way 
Be  fliut — Defend  me  frorn  a  hateful  world. 
The  bane  of  peace  and  honour — then  return — 

\^  hat!  doll  thou  haunt  me  ftill  ?  O  monibous  infuU? 
Unparallel'd  indignity  !  Juft  Heaven  ! 
Was  ever  king,  was  ever  man  fo  treated  ? 
Sa  trampled  into  bafenefs ! 

SlFFREDI, 

Here,  my  liege. 
Here  ftrike  !  I  nor  deferve,  nor  alk  for  mercy. 

Tan  cred, 
Diftraftion  !  — O  my  foul — Hold,  rcafon,  hold 
Thy  giddy  feat — O  this  inhuman  outrage 
Unhinges  thought! 

SiFFREDI. 

Exterminate  thy  fervant  ? 
Tancred. 
jiil,  all  but  this  I  could  have  borne — but  this  ! 
T  his  daring  infolence  beyond  example  ! 
This  murderous  ftroke  that  ftabs  my  peace  for  ever! 
That  wou  nds  me  there —  there !  where  the  human  heart 
Moll  ex^uifitely  feels——' 

§1FFREDX» 
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SlFFREDI. 

O  bear  it  not, 
My  royal  lord  !  appeafe  on  me  your  vengeance! 

Tancred. 
Did  ever  tvrant  imao-c  aught  fo  cruel ! 
The  loweil:  flave  that  crawls  upon  the  earth, 
Robb'd  of  each  comfort  Heaven  beilows  on  mortals;* 
On  the  bare  ground,  has  flill  his  virtue  left. 
The  facred  treafures  of  an  honefl  heart, 
Which  thcu  hafl  dar'd,  with  ra(h  audacious  hand. 
And  impious  fraud,  in  me  to  violate • 

SlFFREDI. 

Behold,  my  liege,  that  rafli  audacious  hand. 
Which  not  repents  its  crime — O  glorious  !  happy  ! 
If  by  my  ruin  I  can  fave  your  honour. 

TancrEd. 
Such  honour  I  renounce !   with  fovereign  fcorn 
Greatly  detell;  it,  and  its  mean  advifer! 
Haft  thou  not  dar'd  beneath  my  name  to  (helter— 
My  name  for  other  purpofes  defign'd. 
Given  from  the  fondnefs  of  a  faithful  heart. 
With  the  beft  love  o'erflowino — haft  thou  not 
Beneath  thy  fovereign's  name  bafely  prefum'd 
To  ihield  a  lye  ?  a  lye  !  in  public  utter'd. 
To  all  deluded  Sicily  ?   But  know. 
This  poor  contrivance  is  as  weak  as  bafe. 
In  fuch  a  wretched  toil  none  can  be  held 
But  fools  and  cowards — Soon  thy  ftimfy  arts, 
Touch'd  by  my  juft,  my  burning  indignation, 

G  6  Shall 
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Shall  burft  like  threads  in  flame ! — Thy  doating 

prudence 
But  more  fecures  the  purpofe  it  would  fhake^ 
Kad  my  refolves  been  wavering  and  doubtful, 
This  would  confirm  them,  make  them  fix'd  as  fate  ; 
This  adds  the  only  motive  that  was  wanting 
To  urge  them  on  thro'  war  and  defolation — 
V/hat !  marry  her !  Conjlantia  !  Her  !  the  daughter 
Of  the  fell  tyrant  who  deftroy'd  my  father  ! 
The  very  thought  is  madnefs !  Ere  thou  feeft 
The  torch  oi  Hymen  light  thefe  hated  nuptials. 
Thou  /halt  behold  Sicilia  wrapt  in  flames, 
Her  cities  raz'd,  her  valleys  drench'd  with  flaughter— 
Love  fet  afide— my  pride  afl'umes  the  quarrel. 
My  honour  now  is  up  ;  in  fpite  of  thee, 
A  world  combin'd  againlt  me,  1  will  give 
This  fcatter'd  Will  in  fragments  to  the  winds, 
AiTert  my  rights,  the  freedom  of  my  heart, 
Cruili  all  who  dare  oppofe  me  to  the  duft, 
j^nd  heap  perdition  on  thee  ! 

SlFFREDI. 

Sir,  'tisjurt. 
Exhauil  on  me  your  rage ;  I  claim  it  all. 
But  for  thefe  public  threats  thy  pafiion  utters, 
'Tis  what  thou  canft  not  do ! 

Tancred. 

I  cannot !  ha ! 
Driven  to  the  dreadful  brink  of  fuch  diflionour 
Enough  to  make  the  tamell  coward  brave, 

And' 
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And  Into  fiercenefs  roufe  the  mildefl:  nature, 
What  fhall  arreft  my  vengeance  ?  who  ? 

SlKFREDI. 

Thyfelf? 

Tancred, 

Away  !  dare  not  to  jullify  thy  crime  ! 
That,  that  alone  can  aggravate  its  horror. 
Add  infolence  to  infolence — perhaps 
IV'Jay  make  my  rage  forget 

SlFFREDl. 

O  let  it  burft 
On  this  grey  head  devoted  to  thy  fervice! 
But  when  the  llorm  has  vented  all  its  fury. 
Thou  then  muft  hear — nay  more,  I  know,  thou  \vi[t — 
Wilt  hear  the  calm,  yet  ftronger  voice  of  reafon. 
Thou  mull  refledl  that  a  whole  people's  fafety. 
The  weal  of  trufled  millions  fhould  bear  down, 
Thyfelf  the  judge,  thy  fondefr  partial  pleafure. 
Thoa  mull  refledl  that  there  are  other  duties, 
A  nobler  pride,  a  more  exalted  honour, 
Superior  pleafures  far,  that  will  oblige. 
Compel  thee,  to  abide  by  this  my  deed. 
Unwarranted  perhaps  in  common  juftice, 
But  which  Neceffity,  even  Virtue's  tyrant. 
With  awful  voice  commanded — Yes,  thou  rnuft. 
In  calmer  hours,  diveft  thee  of  thy  love, 
Thefe  common  pafFions  of  the  vulgar  breaft. 
This  boiling  heat  of  youth,  and  be  a  king  ! 

The 
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The  lover  of  thy  people  ! 

Tancrfd. 

Truths  ill-employ'd ! 
Abus'd  to  colour  guilt !  — a  king  !  a  king ! 
Yes,  I  will  be  a  king,  but  not  a  flave  ! 
In  this  will  be  a  king  !  in  this  my  people 
Shall  learn  to  judge  how  ;  will  guard  their  rights. 
When  they  behold  me  vindicate  my  own. 
But  have  I,  fay,  been  treated  like  a  king  ?■— — 
Heavens !  could  1  floop  to  fuch  outrageous  ufage, 
I  were  a  mean,  a  fhamelefs  wretch,  unworthy 
To  wield  a  fcepter  in  a  land  of  flaves, 
A  foil  abhorr'd  of  virtue,  fhould  belye 
My  father's  blood,  belye  thofe  very  maxims, 
At  other  times,  "you  taught  my  youth — Siffredi  ! 

\Jn  a  /often' d  tone  cf  njoicet 

SlFFREDI. 

Behold,  my  prince,  behold  thy  poor  old  fervant, 
Whofe  darling  care,  thefe  twenty  years,  has  been 
To  nurfe  thee  up  to  virtue  ;  w  ho  for  thee, 
Thy  glory  and  thy  weal,  renounces  all. 
All  intereft  or  ambition  can  pour  forth  ; 
"What  many  a  felfifh  father  would  purfue 
Thro'  treachery  and  crimes :  behold  him  herCj, 
Bent  on  his  feeble  knees,  to  beg,  conjure  thee, 
With  tears  to  beg  thee,  to  controiil  thy  palfion. 
And  fave  thyfclf,  thy  honour,  and  thy  people  ! 
Kneeling  with  me  behold  the  many  thoufands 

To 
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To  thy  proteftion  truRed  :  Fathers,  mothers. 

The  facred  front  of  venerable  age, 

The  tender  virgin  and  the  helplefs  infant ; 

The  mifiiders  of  Heaven,  thofe,  who  maintain. 

Around  thy  throne,  the  majefly  of  rule  ; 

And  thofe,  whofe  labour,  fcorch"d  by  winds  and  fun> 

Feeds  the  rejoicing  public  :  fee  them  all. 

Here  at  thy  feet,  conjuring  thee  to  fave  them. 

From  mifery  and  war,  from  crimes  and  rapine  ! 

Can  there  be  aught,  kir:d  Heaven:  in  felf  indulgence 

To  weigh  down  thefe  ?  This  aggregate  of  love, 

With  which  compar'd  the  deareft  private  pafllon 

Is  but  the  wafted  dud  upon  the  balance? 

Turn  not  away — Oh  is  there  not  fome  part. 

In  thy  great  heart,  fo  fenfible  to  kindnefs. 

And  generous  warmth,  fome  nobler  part,  to  feel 

The  prayers  and  tears  of  thefe,  the  mingled  voice 

Of  Heaven  and  earth  ! 

Takcred. 

There  is  1  and  thou  haft  touch'd  lu 
Rife,  rife,  ^iffredi — Ch  !  thou  haft  undone  me. 
Unkind  old  man  ! — O  ill-entreated  Tancred I 
Whjch  way  foe'er  I  turn,  difhonour  rears 
Her  hideous  front — and  mifery  and  ruin  ! 
Was  it  for  this  you  took  fuch  care  to  form  me  ? 
For  this  imbued  me  with  the  quickell  fenfe 
Of  fhame;  thefe  finer  feelings,  that  ne'er  vex 
The  common  mafs  of  mortals,  dully  happy 
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In  bled  infenfibllity  ?  O  rather 

You  fhou Id  have  fear'd  my  heart ;  taught  me  that  power 

And  fplendid  intereR  lord  it  ftill  o'er  virtue  ; 

That,  gilded  by  profperity  and  pride, 

There  is  no  fhame,  no  meannefs :  tenper'd  thus, 

I  had  been  fit  to  rule  a  venal  world. 

Alas  !  what  meant  thy  wantonnefs  of  prudence  ? 

Why  have  you  rais'd  this  miferable  conflifl 

Betwixt  the  duties  of  the  king  and  man  * 

Set  virtue  againil  virtue  ? — Ah  Siffredi  I 

'Tis  thy  fuperPiUous,  thy  unfeeling  wifdom,  . 

That  has  involv'd  me  in  a  maze  of  error, 

Almoll;  beyond  retreat— But  hold,  my  foul, 

Thy  fteady  purpofe — Toft  by  various  paflions,  , 

To  this  eternal  anchor  keep — There  is,  . 

Can  be  no  public  without  private  virtue— — 

Then  mark  me  well,  obferve  what  I  command ;  , 

Jt  is  the  fole  expedient  now  remaining— 

To-morrow,  when  the  fenace  meets  again. 

Unfold  the  whole,  unravel  the  deceit ; 

Nor  that  alone,  try  to  repair  its  mifchief ; 

There  all  thy  power,  thy  eloquence  and  interefi: 

Exert,  to  reinftate  me  in  my  rights. 

And  from  thy  own  dark  fnares  to  difembroil  me — 

Start  not,  my  lord — This  muft  and  (hall  be  done  ! 

Or  here,  our  friendfliip  ends — Howe'cr  difguis'd, 

Vv  hatever  thy  pretence,  thou  art  a  traitor. 

Siffredi. 
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SiFFR  t  DI. 

I  fliould  indeed  deferve  the  name  of  traitor, 
.'^nd  even  a  traitor's  fate,  had  I  fo  flightly,. 
From  principles  fo  weak,  done  what  I  did, 
As  e'er  to  difavow  it 

Tancred,. 
Hal 

SiFKRED/I. 

My  liege^ 
Expect  not  this— The'  praftis'd  long  in  courts^ 
I  have  not  fo  far  learn'd  their  fubtle  trade. 
To  veer  obedient  with  each  guft  of  paffion. 
I  honour  thee,  I  venerate  thy  order?, 
But  honour  more  my  duty.    Nought  on  earth 
Shall  ever  flialce  me  from  that  folid  rock, 

Nor  fmiles  nor  frowns. 

-Tancred, 

You  will  not  then? 

SiFFREDI. 

I  cannot! 
.  Tancred, 
Away  !  begone  ' — O  my  Rodolphoy  come, 
And  fave  me  from  this  traitor  '.—Hence,  I  fay. 
Avoid  my  prefence  ftrait !  and,  know,  old  man, 
7  hou  my  worll  foe  beneath  the  mafk  of  fiiendfliip, 
Who,  not  content  to  trample  in  the  dull 
My  dearefl  rights,  doft  with  cool  infolence 
Perfift,  and  call  it  duty  ;  hadli  thou  not 

A  daughtei* 
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A  daughter  that  proteiTts  thee,  thou  faouldfl  fee! 
The  vengeance  thou  defervell — No  reply  ! 
Away  I 


SCENE     IX. 
Tancred,  Rodolpho. 

RODOLPHO. 

What  can  incenfc  my  prince  fo  highly 
Againft  his  friend  SiJ'reHi  ? 

Taxcrbd. 

Friend!  Rodolphs> 
When  I  have  told  thee  what  this  friend  has  done. 
How  play'd  me  like  a  boy,  a  bafe-born  wretch. 
Who  had  nor  heart  nor  fpirit  !   thou  wilt  fiand 
Amazd,  and  wonder  at  my  ftupid  patience.  . 

Rodolpho. 
I  heard,  with  mixt  aftonifhment  and  grief. 
The  king's  unjufl  difhcnourable  will. 
Void  in  itfelf — I  faw  you  Hung  with  rage. 
And  writhing  in  the  fnare ;  juft  as  I  went, 
At  your  command,  to  wait  you  here — but  that 
Was  the  king's  deed,  not  his. 
Tancred. 

O  he  advis'd  it ! 
Thefe  many  years  he  has  in  fecret  hatch'd 
This  black  contrivance,  glories  in  the  fcheme. 

And 
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JSnd  proudly  plumes  him  with  his  traiterous  virtue. 
But  that  was-  nought,  Rodolpho,  noihing,  nothing  ! 

0  that  was  gentle,  blamelefs  to  what  follow'd  ! 
J  had,  my  friend,  to  Sigi/munda  given, 

To  hufh  her  fears,  in  the  full  gu!h  of  fondnefs, 
A  blank  iign'd  by  my  hand— and  he,  O  Heavens! 
Was  ever  fuch  a  wild  attempt  I — he  wrote 
Beneath  my  name  an  abfolute  compliance 
To  this  detefted  Will ;  nay,  dar'd  to  read  It 
Before  myfclf,  on  my  infulted  throne 
His  idle  pageant  plac'd — O  words  are  weak 
To  paint  the  pangs,  the  rage,  the  indignation. 
That  whirl'd  from  thought  to  thought  my  foul  In 
'  tempeft. 

Now  on  the  point  to  burft,  and  now  by  Ihame 
Reprefs'd — But  in  the  face  of  Sicily, 
AH  mad  with  acclamation,  what,  Rodolphot 
What  could  [  do  ?  The  fole  relief  that  rofe 
To  my  difirafted  mind,  was  to  adjourn 
Th'  affembly  till  to-morrow — But  to-morrow 
What  can  be  done  ? — O  it  avails  not  what '. 

1  care  not  what  is  done — My  only  care 
Is  how  to  clear  my  faith  to  Sigifmunda. 

She  thinks  me  falle!  She  call  a  look  that  klU'd  me  | 

O  I  am  bafe  in  Sigijmunda's  eye  ! 

The  loweft  of  mankind,  the  moft  perfidious  \ 

RODOLPHO. 

This  was  a  ftraln  of  infolence  indeed, 

A  daring  outrage  of  fo  ftrange  a  nature, 

•  As  Ituns  me  quite—— 

Tancre»» 
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Tancred, 
Curs'd  be  my  timid  prudence  ! 
That  dafh'd  not  back,  that  moment  in  his  face, 
The  bold  prefumptuous  lye — and  curs'd  this  hand!" 
That  from  a  flart  of  poor  difiimulation, 
Led  off  my  Sigi/nrmda's  hated  rival. 
Ah.  then  !  what  poifon'd  by  the  faUe  appearance. 
What,  Sigljmunda^  were  thy  thoughts  of  me  ! 
IJow,  in  the  filent  bitternefs  of  foul. 
How  did;l  thou  fcorn  me  !  hate  mankind,  thyfelf. 
For  trulHng  to  tlie  vows  of  faithlefs  Taticred  I 
Forfachl  feem'd — I  was! — The  tliouciht  diflraflsraei 
I  fliould  have  caft  a  flattering  world  afide, 
Rufh'd  from  my  throne,  before  them  all  avowM  her# 
The  choice,  the  glory  of  my  free-born  heart, 
And  fpurn'd  the  fhameful  fetters  thrown  upon  it^— 

Inflead  of  that — confufion  ! what  I  did 

Has  clinch'd  the  chain,  confirm'd  Siffredi's,  crime. 
And  fix'd  me  down  to  infamy! 

RoDOLPHO. 

My  lord. 
Blame  not  the  conduft,  which  your  fitaatlon, 
Tore  from  your  tortur'd  heart — What  could  you  do  ? 
Had  you,  fo  circumflanc'd,  in  open  fenate. 
Before  th'-aftonifh'd  public,  with  no  friends 
Prepar'd,  no  party  form'd,  alTronted  thus 
The  haughty  princefs  and  her  powerful  fadlion, 
Supported  by  this  Will,  the  fudden  Hroke, 
Abrupt  and  premature,  might  have  rccoil'd 

Upon 
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tTpen  yourfelf,  even  your  own  friends  revolted. 
And  turn'd  at  once  the  public  fcale  againft  yoa, 
^efides,  confider,  had  you  then  detected 
In  its  frefh  guilt  this  aflion  of  Siffredi^ 
You  mull  with  fignal  vengeance  have  chaflis"'d 
The  treafonable  deed — Nothing  fo  mean 
As  weak  infulted  power  that  dares  not  punifh. 
And  liow  would  that  have  fuited  with  your  love  ? 
His  daughter  prefent  too  ?  Trull  me,  your  condiid, 
Howe'er  abhorrent  to  a  heart  like  yours. 
Was  fortunate  and  wife — Not  that  I  mean 
£'er  to  advife  fubmifiion 

Tancred. 

Heavens !  Subraiflion  2 
Could  I  defcend  to  bear  it,  even  in  thought, 
D^fpife  me,  you,  the  world,  and  Sigifmunda  ! 
Eubmiflion  !— No  ! — To-morrow's  glorious  light 
Shall  flafh  difcovery  on  the  fcene  of  bafeiiefs. 
Whatever  be  the  rifque,  by  Heavens  !  to  morrow, 
I  will  o'erturn  the  dirty  lye-built  fchemes 
•Of  thefe  old  men,  and  (hew  my  faithful  fenate, 
T\iAX  Manfred' %  fon  knows  to  aflert  and  wear. 
With  undiminifh'd  dignity,  that  crown 
This  unexpedied  day  has  plac'd  upon  him. 

But  this,  my  friend,  thefe  llormy  gufls  of  pride, 
AxQ.  foreign  to  my  love — Till  Sigifmunda 
Be  difabus'd,  my  breafl  is  tumult  all. 
And  can  obey  no  fettled  courfe  of  reafon. 
-I  fee  her  ilill,  I  feel  her  powerful  image, 

3  That 
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That  look,  where  with  reproach  complaint  was  mix'd, 

liig  with  foft  woe  and  gentle  indignation, 

"W  hich  fcem'd  at  once  to  pity  and  to  fcorn  me— 

0  let  me  find  her !  I  too  long  have  left 
My  Sigj/muncia  to  converfe  with  tears, 

A  prey  to  thoughts  that  pifture  me  a  villain. 
But,  ah  !  how,  clogg'd  with  this  accurfed  ilate, 
A  tedious  world,  lliall  I  now  find  accefs  ? 
Her  father  too — Ten  thoufand  horrors  crowd 

Into  the  wild  fantaftic  eye  of  love 

Who  knows  what  he  may  do  r  Come  then,  my  friend. 

And  by  thy  filler's  hand  O  let  me  Ileal 

A  letter  to  her  bofom — I  no  longer 

Can  bear  her  abfence,  by  the  juil  contempt 

She  now  muft  brand  me  with,  inflam'd  to  madnefs*. 

Fly,  my  Rodolphoy  fly  f  engage  thy  filler 

To  aid  my  letter,  and  this  very  evening 

Secure  an  interview — I  would  not  bear 

This  rack  another  day,  not  for  my  kingdom  ! 

Till  then  deep-plang'd  in  folitude  and  fhades, 

1  will  not  fee  the  hated  face  of  man. 

Thoughtdrives  on  thought, onpafTionspalTionsron^ 
Her  fmiles  alone  can  calm  my  raging  foul. 


th  End  of  the  Second  Ail> 

ACT 
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ACT     III.     SCENE    L 


S I G  t  s  M  u  N  D  A  ■alc7tt,  Jiiting  in  a  cJifcxsn/olate  pojlure^ 

AH  tyrant  prince !  ah  more  than  faithlefs  Tancredf 
Ungenerous  and  inhuman  in  thy  falfhood  ! 
Hadfl:  tliou,   this  morning,  when  my  hopelefs  heart, 
SubmilTive  to  my  fortune  and  my  duty. 
Had  fo  much  fpirit  left,  as  to  be  willing 
To  give  thee  back  thy  vows,  ah  !  hadll  thou  then 
Confefs'd  the  fad,  neceffity  thy  fiate 
Jmpos'd  upon  thee,  and  with  gentle  friendfhip. 
Since  we  mufl  part  at  lail,  our  parting  foften'd  j 
I  fliould  indeed — I  fliould  have  been  unhappy. 
But  not  to  this  extreme — Amidft  my  grief, 
I  had,  with  penfive  pleafure,  cherifti'd  ilill 
The  fweet  remembrance  of  thy  former  love. 
Thy  image  Itill  had  dwelt  upon  my  foul. 
And  made  our  guiltlefs  woes  not  undelightful. 
But  coolly  thus — How  couldfl;  thou  be  fo  cruel  ? — » 
Thus  to  revive  my  hopes,  to  foothe  my  love 
And  call  forth  all  its  tendernefs,  then  fink  me 
lii  b-lack  defpair — What  unreknting  pride 

Poflefs'd 
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TofCcL'd  tl»y  breaft,  that  thou  couldft  bear  unmov'd 

To  fee  ir.e  bent  beneath  a  weight  of  fl.amc  ? 

Pangs  thou  canll  neverfeel!  How  couldll  thou  drag  lue 

In  barbarous  triumph  at  a  rival's  car  ? 

How  make  me  witnefs  to  a  fight  of  horror? 

That  hand,  which,  but  a  few  fhort  hours  ago. 

So  wantonly  abus'd  my  fimpk  faith, 

Before  th'  atterting  world  given  to  another. 

Irrevocably  given  ! — There  was  a  time, 

When  the  leaft  cloud  that  hung  upon  my  brow, 

Perhaps  imagln'd  only,  touch'd  thy  pity. 

Then,  brighten'd  often  by  the  ready  tear. 

Thy  looks  were  foftnefs  all  ;  then  the  quick  heart. 

In  every  nerve  alive,  forgot  itfelf, 

AvA  for  each  other  then  we  felt  alone. 

Eut  now,  alas  '  thofe  tender  days  are  fled  ; 

Now  thou  canft  fee  mewretched,  pierc'd  with  anguilli. 

With  ftudied  anguilh  of  thy  own  creating, 

Nor  wet  thy  harden'deye — Hold,  let  me  thrnk~ 

I  wrong  thee  fiire  ;   thou  canft  not  be  fo  bafe. 

As  meanly  in  my  mifery  to  triumph 

What  is  it  then  ?  —  Why  fhould  I  fearch  for  pain  : — 
O,  'tis  as  bad  ! — 'Tis  ficklenefs  of  nature, 

'Tis  fickly  love  extinguifh'd  by  ambition 

Is  there,  kind  f^eaven  !  no  conftancy  in  man  ? 
No  ftedfaft  truth,  no  generous  fix'd  alFe<fHon, 
That  can  bear  up  againll  a  felfifli  world  ? 
No,  there  is  none — Even  Tancred  is  inconllant ! 

[RiJ^ng. 

Hence! 
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Hence !  let  me  fly  this  fcene  ! — Whate'er  I  fee, 
Thefe  roofs,  thefe  walls, each  objetSl  thatfurroundsmc/ 
Are  tainted  with  his  vows — But  whither  fly  ? 
The  groves  are  worfe,  the  foft  retreat  of  Belmont, 
Its  deepening  glooins,  gay  lawns,  and  airy  fummits, 
Will  wound  my  bufy  memory  to  torture. 
And  all  its  fliades  will  vvhifper — fai-thlefs  Tancred!—' 
My  father  comes — How,  funk  in  this  diforder. 
Shall  I  fuftain  his  prefence  ? 


SCENE    II. 

SiFFREDI,    SiGISMUNDA.     . 

SiFFRED!. 

Sigijm::rtda, 
My  dearell  child  !   T  grieve  to  find  thee  thus 
A  prey  to  tears.     I  know  the  powerful  caufe* 
From  which  they  flov.',  and  therefare  canexcufe  them. 
But  not  their  wilful  obilinate  continuance. 
Come,  roufe  thee  then,  call  up  thy  drooping  fpiril. 
Come,  wake  to  reafon  from  this  dream  of  love. 
And  ihew'the  world  thou  art  Siffredih  daughter. 

•         SiGISMUNDA. 

Alas  !  I  am  unworthy  of  that  name. 

Siffred;. 
Thou  art  indeed  to  blame  ;  thou  haR  too  rallily 
Vol.  IV.  H  Engag'd 
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Engag'd  thy  heart,  without  a  father's  fandion. 

But  this  I  can  forgive.     The  king  has  virtues, 

That  plead  thy  full  excufe ;  nor  was  I  void 

Of  blame,  to  truft  thee  to  thofe  dangerous  virtues. 

Then  dread  not  try  reproaches.     Tho'  he  blames. 

Thy  tender  father  pities  more  than  blames  thee. 

Thou  art  my  daughter  frill ;  and,  if  thy  heart 

Will  now  refume  its  pride,  aflert  itfelf. 

And  greatly  rife  fuperior  to  this  trial, 

1  to  my  warmeft  confidence  again 

Will  take  thee,  and  efteem  thee  more  my  daughter. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

O  you  are  gentler  far  than  '  deferve ! 

It  is,  it  ever  was,  my  darling  pride. 

To  bend  my  foul  to  your  fupreme  commands, 

Your  wift!l;  will ;  and  tho'  by  love  betray'd — 

Alas !  and  punifh'd  too— I  have  tranfgrefs'd 

The  niceft  bounds  of  duty,  yet  I  feel 

A  fentiment  of  tendernefs,  a  fource 

Of  filial  nature  fpringing  in  my  breaft, 

That  ihould  it  kill  me,  fhall  controul  this  pafllon. 

And  make  me  all  fubmiffion  and  obedience 

To  you  my  honoured  lord,  the  beil  of  fathers. 

SiFFREDr. 

Ccme  to  my  arms,  thou  comfort  of  my  age  ! 
Thou  only  joy  and  hope  of  thefe  grey  hairs ! 
Come  !  let  me  take  thee  to  a  parent's  heart ; 
There,  with  the  kindly  aid  of  my  advice. 
Even  with  the  dew  of  thefe  paternal  tears, 

2  Revive 
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Revive  and  nourifh  this  becoming  fpirit • 

Then  thou  doft  promife  me,  my  Sigifmunda— 
Thy  father  ftoops  to  make  ic  his  requeft — 
Thou  wilt  refign  tliy  fond  prefumptucus  hopes, 
And  henceforth  never  more  indulge  one  thought 
That  in  fh-e  light  of  love  regards  the  king  ? 

S I G I  s  M  U  N  D  A  . 

Hopes  I  have  none  ! — Thofe  by  this  fatal  day 
Are  blalted  all — But  from  my  foul  to  baniOi 
While  weeping  memory  there  retains  her  feat. 
Thoughts  which  the  pureftbofom  might  have  cheri/h'4. 
Once  my  delight,  now  even  in  anguifh  charming, 
Js  more,  alas !  my  lord,  than  I  can  promife. 

Si  FFHEDI, 

Abfence  and  time^,  the  foftener  of  our  paflions. 

Will  conquer  this.     Mean  time,  I  hope  from  thee 

A  generous  great  effort ;  that  thou  wilt  now 

Exert  thy  utmoft  force,  nor  languifh  thus 

Beneath  the  vain  extravagance  of  love. 

Let  not  thy  father  blufli  to  hear  it  faid. 

His  daughter  was  {0  weak,  e'er  to  admit 

A  thought  fo  void  of  reafon,  that  a  king 

Should  to  his  rank,  his  honour  and  his  glory. 

The  high  important  duties  of  a  throne, 

Even  to  his  throne  itfelf,  madly  prefer 

A  wild  romantic  pafiion,  the  fond  child 

Of  youthful  dreaming  thought  and  vacant  hours; 

That  he  ftiould  quit  his  heaven-appointed  flatioii, 

Defert  his  aweful  charge,  the  care  of  aH 

H  z  The 
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The  toiling  millions  which  this,  ifle  contains ; 
Nay  more,  flionld  plunge  them  into  war  and  ruin: 
And  all  to  fcothe  a  fick  imagination, 
A  miferable  weaknefs — Mull  for  thee. 
To  make  thee  blell,  Sicilia  be  unhappy  ? 
The  king  himrtlf,  loll  to  the  nobler  fenfe 
Of  manly  praife,  become  the  piteous  heroe 
Of  fome  foft  tale,  and  rufli  on  fure  deftrufiion  ? 
Canft  thou,  my  daughter,  let  the  monftrous  thought 
Poffefs  one  moment  thy  perverted  fancy  ? 
Roufe  thee,  for  fhame  !  and  if  a  fpark  of  virtue 
Lies  numbering  in  thy  foul,  bid  it  blaze  forth  j 
Nor  fink  unequal  to  the  glorious  leffon. 
This  day  thy  lover  gave  thee  from  his  throne. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Ah  !  that  was  not  from  virtue  ! — Had,  my  father. 
That  been  his  aim,  I  yield  to  what  you  fay  ; 
'Tis  powerful  truth,  unanfwerable  reafon. 
Then,  then,  with  fad  but  duteous  refignation, 
I  had  fubmitted  as  became  your  daughter  ; 
Eut  in  that  moment,  when  my  humbled  hopes 
Were  to  my  duty  reconcild,  to  ralfe  them 
To  yet  a  fonder  height  than  e'er  they  knew, 
Then  rudely  dafh  them  down — There  is  the  fling .' 
The  blafting  view  is  ever  prefent  to  me— — 
Why  did  you  drag  me  to  a  fight  fo  cruel  ? 

SlFFR  Eor. 

It  was  a  fcene  to  fire  thy  emulation. 

SlGlS" 


SIGISMUNDA.         149 

SifJISMUNDA. 

It  was  a  fcene  of  perfidy  ! — But  knoWi 

I  will  do  more,  than  imitate  the  king — 

For  he  is  falfe  !^— I,  the'  fmcerely  pierc'd. 

With  the  bell,  truell  paffion,  ever  touch'd 

A  virgin's  bread,  here  vow  to  Heaven  and  you, 

Tho'  from  my  heart  1  cannot,  from  tny  hopes 

1  ocaltthis  prince — W  hat  would  you  mere,  my  father  ? 

SlFFREDI. 

Yes,  one  thing  more — thy  father  then  is  happy— 

'I  ho'  by  the  voice  of  innocence  and  virtue 
Abf^Iv'd,  we  live  not  to  curfelves  alone : 
A-rigorous  world,  with  peremptory  fway, 
Subjefts  us  all,  and  even  the  noblefl  moft. 
This  world  from  thee,  my  honour  and  thy  own. 
Demands  one  flep-;  a  flep,  by  which  convinc  d 
The  king  may  fee  thy  heart  difdains  to  wear 
A  chain  which  his  has  greatly  thrown  afide, 
'Tis  fitting  too,  thy  fex's  pr;de  commands  thee, 
To  fhew  th'  approving  world  thou  can  11  reiign. 
As  well  as  he,  nor  with  inferior  fpirit, 
A  pafiion  fatal  to  the  public  weal. 
But  above  all,  thou  muft  root  out  for  ever 
From  the  king's  breafl  the  leafl  remain  of  hope, 
'  And  henceforth  make  his  mentioned  love  diflionour. 
Thefe  things,  my  daughter,  that  mu't  needs  be  done. 
Can  but  this  way  be  done — by  the  fafe  refuge. 
The  facred  flielter  of  a  hulband's  arms. 
And  there  is  one — 

H  3  Sjgis- 
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SiGISMUNDA. 

Good  Heavens  !  what  means  my  lo^rd? 

SiFFREDI. 

One  of  illurtrious  family,  high  ranic 

Yet  flill  of  higher  dignity  and  merit. 

Who  can  and  will  prote£l  thee  ;  one  to  awe 

The  king  himfelf — Nay,  hear  me,  Sigijhiundoi — 

The  noble  Ofmond  courts  thee  for  his  bride. 

And  has  my  plighted  word — This  day— 

SiGISMUNDA  kneeling. 

My  father ! 
Let  rae  with  trembling  arms  embrace  thy  knees ! 
O  if  you  ever  wifh  to  fee  me  happy  ;  - 
M  e'er  in  infant  years  1  gave  you  joy. 
When,  as  I  prattling  twin'd  around  your  neck, 
You  fnatch'd  me  to  your  bofom,  kifs'd  my  eyeS| 
And  melting  faid  you  faw  my  mother  there; 
O  fave  me  from  that  worft  feverity 
'"  f  fare  !  O  outrajje  not  my  breaking  heart 
To  that  degree  ! — I  cannot ! — 'tis  impoffible!— 
So  foon  withdraw  it,  give  it  to  another — 
Hear  me,  my  deareft  father  !  hear  the  voice 
Of  nature  and  humanity,  that  plead 
As  well  as  juftice  for  me  ! — Not  to  chufe 
Without  your  wife  direflion  may  be  duty; 
Put  ftill  my  choice  is  free — That  is  a  right. 
Which  even  the  loweft  flave  can  never  lofe. 
And  would  you  thus  degrade  me?  make  me  bafe  ? 
For  fuch  it  were  to  give  my  vvorthlefs  perfon 

Without 
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Without  my  heart,  an  injury  to  Ofmondf 
The  higheil  can  be  done — Let  me,  my  lord— 
Or  r  fliall  die,  ftiall  by  the  fudden  change 
Be  to  diftradion  fhock'd — Let  me  wear  out 
My  haplefs  days  in  folitude  and  filence. 
Far  from  the  malice  of  a  prying  world  ! 
At  lead — you  cannot  fure  refufe  me  this— — 
Give  me  a  little  time — I  will  do  all. 
All  I  can  do,  to  pleafe  you  ! — O  your  eye 
Sheds  a  kind  beam " 

SiFFREni. 

My  daughter  !  you  abufe 
The  foftnefs  of  my  nature — 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Here,  my  father. 
Till  you  relent,  here  will  I  grow  for  ever  1 

SiFFREDI. 

Rife,  Sigifmunda. — Tho'  you  touch  my  heart. 
Nothing  can  fhake  th'  inexorable  diflates 
Of  honour,  duty,  and  determin'd  reafon. 
Then  by  the  holy  ties  of  filial  love, 
Refolve,  I  charge  thee,  to  receive  earl  Ofrnond^ 
As  fuits  the  man  who  is  thy  father's  choice. 
And  worthy  of  thy  hand— I  go  to  bring  him— 

SiGTSMUNDA. 

Spare  me,  my  deareft  father  !  -^ 

SiFFREDI,  ajtde. 

I  mufl  rufh 
From  her  foft  grafp,  or  niature  will  betray  me  ! 

H  4  O  grant 
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O  grant  «s,  Heaven  !  that  fortitude  of  minJ^ 
Which  iiftens  to  our  duty,  not  our  pafiions— 
Quit  me,  my  child  ! 

SiGISMUNDA. 

You  cannot,  O  my  father  ! 
You  cannot  leave  me  thus  ! 

SiFFRKDI. 

Come  hither,  Laura, 
Come  to  thy  friend.     Now  fiiew  tliyfelf  a  friend- 
Combat  her  weaknefs  ;  diffipate  her  tears  ; 
Cherifh,  and  reconcile  her  to  her  duty. 


SCENE    III. 

SiGisMUNDA,  Laura. 

Si  CIS  MUX  DA. 

O  woe  on  woe  !  diftrell  by  love  and  duty  ! 

0  every  way  unhappy  Sigi/mufida  J 

Laura. 
Forgive  me,  Madam,  if  I  blame  ycur  grief. 
How  caa  you  walle  your  tears  on  one  fo  falfe  ? 
Unworthy  of  your  te^idernefs  I  to  whom 
Nought  but  contempt  is  due  and  indignation  ? 

SlGISMUNDA. 

You  know  not  half  the  horrors. of  my  fate  ! 

1  might  perhaps  have  learn'd  to  fcorn  his  falfhood  j 
Nay,  when  the  firit  fad  burft  of  tears  was  pall, 

I  mTght 
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T  might  have  rous'd  my  pride  and  fcorn'd  himfelf— 
But  'tis  too  much,  this  greateft  laft  misfortune— 
O  whither  fhall  I  fly  ?  Where  hide  me,  Lauray 
From  the  dire  fcene  my  father  now  prepares ! 

Laura, 
What  thus  alarms  you,  Madam  ? 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Can  it  be  ? 

Can  I ah  no  ! at  once  give  to  another 

My  violated  heart  ?  in  one  wild  moment  ? 

He  brings  earl  0/mon^  to  receive  my  vows  ! 

O  dreadful  change  !  for  Tancred  h.3LUg\ity  Ofinond  ! 

Laura. 
Now,  on  my  foul,  'tis  what  an  cutrag'd  heart 
Like  yours,  fhould  wifh  ! — I  fliould,  by  Heavens, 

efteem  it 
Moll  exquifite  revenge  ! 

SiGISMUNDA.- 

Revenge  on  whom  ? 
On  my  own  heart,  already  but  too  wretched  ! 

Laura. 
On  him  !  this  Tancred !  who  has  bafely  fold. 
For  the  dull  form  of  defpicable  grandeur, 
His  faith,  his  love  !— At  once  a  flave  and  tyrant ! 

SiGISMUNDA. 

O  rail  at  me,  at  my  believing  folly, 

My  vain  ill-founded  hopes,  but  fpare  him,  Laura! 

Laura. 
Who  rais'd  thefe  hopes  r  who  triumphs  o'er  that 
weaknefs  ? 

H  5  Paidon 
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Pardon  the  word — You  greatly  merit  him  ; 
Better  than  him,  with  all  his  giddy  pomp  ! 
You  rais'd  him  by  your  ftnlles  when  he  was  nothing  ! 
Where  is  your  woman's  pride  ?   that  guardian  fpirit 
Given  us  to  dafh  the  perfidy  of  man  r 
Ye  Powers!  1  cannot  bear  thethoughtwith  patience- 
Yet  recent  from  the  moll  unfparing  vows 
The  tongue  of  love  e'er  lavifh'd  ;  from  your  hopes 
So  vainly,  idly,  cruelly  deluded  ; 
Before  the  public  thus,  before  your  father, 
Ey  an  irrevocable  folemn  deed, 
With  fuch  inhuman  fcorn,  to  throw  you  from  hira  !' 
To  give  his  faithlefs  hand  yet  warm  from  thine, 
With  complicated  meannefs,  to  Conjinntia  ! 
And  to  complete  his  crime,  when  thy  weak  limbs 
Could  fcarce  fupport  thee,  then,  of  thee  regardiefe. 
To  lead  her  ofi' ! 

SlGISMUNDA. 

That  was  indeed  a  fight 
To  poifon  love !  to  turn  it  into  rage 
And   keen   contempt  ! — What   means    this    flupid 

weaknefs 
That  hangs  upon  me  ?  Hence  unworthy  tears ! 
Difgrace  my  cheek  no  more  !  No  more,  my  heart. 
For  one  fo  coolly  falfe  or  meanly  fickle—— 
()  it  imports  not  which — dare  to  fuggeft" 
The  lead  excufe  1 — Yes,  traitor,  I  will  wring 
Thy  pride,  will  turn  thy  triumph  to  confufion  ! 
I  will  not  pine  away  my  days  for  thee. 

Sighing 
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Sighing  to  brooks  and  groves ;  while,  with  vain  pity. 
You  in  a  rival's  arms  lament  my  fate— — 
No  !  let  me  perifh  !  ere  1  tamel    be 
That  foft,  that  patient,  gentle  Slgifmunda^ 
Who  can  conible  her  with  the  wretched  boaft. 

She  was  for  thee  unhappy  ! If  I  am, 

I  will  be  nobly  fo  ! Sicilia'i  daughters 

Shall  wondering  fee  in  me  a  great  example 
Of  one  who  punifli'd  an  ill-judging  heart, 
Who  made  it  bow  to  what  it  moil  abhorr'd  ! 
Cruih'd  it  to  mifery  !  for  having  thus 
So  lightly  lillen'd  to  a  worthlefs  lover  ! 

Laura. 
At  lallit  mounts !  the  kindling  pride  of  virtue  ! 
Truft  me,  thy  marriage  will  embitter  his 

SlGlSMUNDA. 

O  may  the  furies  light  his  nuptial  torch  ! 

Be  it  atcurs'd  as  mine !  for  the  fair  peace. 

The  tender  joys  of  hymeneal  love, 

May  jealoufv  awak'd,  and  fell  remorfe. 

Pour  all  their  fierceft  v^om  thro'  his  breaft  !— — 

Where  the  FaLcs  lead,  and  blind  reveiige,  I  follow  !— 

Let  me  not  think — By  injur'd  love  '   I  vow. 

Thou  fnalt,  bale  prince     peril  lous  -inii.  inhjioa'^-  ' 

Thou  fhalt  behold  me  in  another's  arois  : 

In  his  thou  hateft!  Ofmond\ 

Laura. 

That  will  grind 
His  heart  with  fecret  rage  !  A/,  t^at  vviii  lUn^ 

H  6 
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His  fou!  to  madnefs!  fet  him  up  a  terror, 
A  fpectacle  of  woe  to  faichlefs  lovers  ! 


Your  cooler  thought,  befides,  will  of  the  change 
Approve,  and  think  it  happy.     Noble  Ofmond 
From  the  fame  ftock  with  him  derives  his  birth, 
Firft  oi  Sicilian  barons,  prudent,  brave. 
Of  ilriftell  honour,  and  by  all  rever'd— — 

SiGISMtlNDA. 

Talk  not  of  Ofmond,  but  perfidious  Tattered i 
Kail  at  him,  rail  !  invent  new  names  of  fcorn  ! 
Affift  me,  Laura  ;  lend  my  rage  frefh  fuel ; 
Support  my  ftaggering  purpofe,  which  already 
Begins  to  fail  me  — Ah,  my  vaunts  how  vain  1 
How  have  I  ly'd  to  my  own  heart ! — Alas  ! 
My  tears  return,  the  mighty  flood  o'erwhelms  me! 
Ten  thoufand  crowding  images  diilracl 

My  tcrtur'd  thought And  is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Our  hopes  r  our  vows  r  our  oft  repeated  wiflies,  • 
I'lCath'd  from  the  fervent  foul,  and  full  of  heaven. 
To  make  each  other  happy  ?— come  to  this ! 

Laura. 
If  thv  own  peace  and  honou*-  'T'.nnot  keep 
Thy  refolu;ion  nx'd,  yet,  5'     ,:-Ufida, 
O  think,  how  deeply,  how  beyond  retreat. 
Thy  father  is  cngag'd. 

SlGISMUNDA. 

Ah  wretched  weaknefs  ! 
That  thus  enthrals  my  foul,  that  chafes  thence 
Each  nobler  thought,  the  fenfe  of  every  duty  ! — 

And 
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And  have  I  then  no  tears  for  thee,  my  father  ? 
Can  I  forget  thy  cares,  from  helplefs  years, 
1  hy  tendernefs  for  me  ?  an  eye  ftill  beam'd 
With  love  r  a  brow  that  never  knew  a  frown  ? 
Nor  a  harih  word  thy  tongue  ?  Shall  1  for  thefe 
Repay  thy  ftooping  venerable  age, 
With  fhame,  difquiet,  anguifh,  and  diflionour  ? 
It  mull  not  be  ! — Thou  firli:  of  angels  !  come,- 
Sweet  filial  Piety  !   and  firm  my  breaft  ! 
Yes,  let  one  daughter  to  her  fate  fubmit. 
Be  nobly  wretched  — but  her  father  happy  !  — 
Laura  ! — they  come  ! — O  Heavens  !  I  cannot  Hand 
The  horrid  trial  I — Open,,  open  earth  ! 
And  hide  me  from  their  view  ! 

Laura. 

Madam ! 


SCENE     IV. 
SiFFREDi,  Osmond,  Sigismunda,  Laura. 

SiFFREDI. 

My  daughter. 
Behold  my  noble  friend  who  courts  thy  hand. 
And  whom  10  call  my  fon  I  fliall  be  proud  ; 
Nor  fhall  I  iefs  be  pleas'd  in  his  alliance. 
To  fee  thee  happy. 

Osmond. 
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Osmond. 
Think  not,  I  prefume, 
Madam,  on  this  your  father's  kind  confent, 
To  make  me  blell.     I  love  you  from  a  heart. 
That  feeks  your  good  fuperior  to  my  own ; 
And  will,  by  every  art  offender  friendn"iip, 
Confult  your  deareft  welfare.     May  I  hope. 
Yours  does  not  difavow  your  father's  choice  ? 

SiGISMUNDA. 

I  am  a  daughter,  Sir — and  have  no  power 
O'er  my  own  heart — I  die — Support  me,  Laura. 

\_Fainis. 

SiFFREDI. 

Help — Bear  her  off — She  breathes — my  daughter!— 

SiGISMUNDA, 

Oh!— 
Forgive  my  weaknefs — foft — my  Laura,  lead  me — 
To  my  apartment. 

SiFFREDI. 

Pardon  me,  my  lord, 
If  by  this  fudden  accident  alarm'd, 
I  leave  you  for  a  moment. 


SCENE 
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S.  C  E  N  E    V. 

Osmond  ahm. 

Let  me  think 

What  can  this  mean  ? Is  it  to  me  averfion  ? 

Or  is  it,  as  I  fear'd,  fhe  loves  another  ? 

Ha  I — yes— perhaps   the   king,     the   young  count 

Tancred  ! 
They  were  bred  up  together— —Surely  that. 
That  cannot  be — Has  he  not  given  his  hand, 
In  the  mod  folemn  manner,  to  Conftantia  ? 
Does  not  his  crown  depend  upon  the  deed  ? 
No — if  they  lov'd,  and  this  old  ftatefman  knew  it. 
He  could  not  to  a  king  prefer  a  fubjeil. 
His  virtues  I  efteem — nay  more,  I  truft  them— — 
So  far  as  virtue  goes — but  could  he  place 
His  daughter  on  the  throne  of  Sicily—— 

0  'tis  a  glorious  bribe,  too  much  for  man  !— — k 
What  is  it  then  ? — I  care  not  what  it  be. 

My  honour  now,  my  dignity  demands, 
That  my  propos'd  alliance,  by  her  father. 
And  even  herfelf  accepted,  be  not  fcorn'd. 

1  love  her  too — I  never  knew  till  now 
To  what  a  pitch  I  lovd  her.     O  Ihe  Ihot 
Ten  thoufand  charms  into  my  inmofl  foul  ! 
She  look'd  fo  mild,  fo  amiably  gentle. 

See  bow'd  her  head,  fbe  glow'd  with  fuch  confufion. 
Such  lovelinefs  of  modefty  !  She  is. 

In 
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In  gracious  mind,  in  manners,  and  in  perfon, 
'J  he  perfeft  model  of  all  female  beauty!  — 
She  muft  be  mine — She  is ! — If  vet  her  heart 
Confents  not  to  my  happir.cfs,  her  duty, 
Join'd  to  my  tender  cares,  will  gain  To  much 
Upon  her  generous  nature — That  will  follow. 

The  man  of  fenfe,  who  afls  a  prudent  part. 
Not  flattering  (leals;  but  forms  himfelf  the  heart. 


The  End  of  the  Third  ASi, 


ACT 


S  I  G  I  S  M  U  N  D  A.         i6i 


A  C  T    IV.      S  C  E  N  E    L 

^hs  Garden  belonging  to  SiFFREDi'i  Houfe* 
SiGisMUNDA,  Laura, 

SiGiSMUNOA,  imth  a  letter  in  her  hmtd, 

? '  R^  I S  done ! — I  am  a  flave ! — The  fata! vow 
X     Has  pafs'd  my  lips ! — Methought  in  thofe 
fad  moments^ 

The  tombs  around,  the  faints,  the  darken'd  altar, 

And  all  the  trembling  fhrines  with  horror  fhook* 
But  here  is  Hill  new  matter  of  diftrefs. 

O  Ta7icred  cG7i(s  to  perfecute  me  more! 

0  grudge  me  not  fome  calmer  ftate  of  woe  ! 
Some  quiet  gloom  to  Ihade  my  hopelefs  days,- 
\^  here  I  may  never  hear  of  love  and  thee  !  — — • 
Has  Laura  too  confpir'd  againfl;  my  peace  ? 
Why  did  you  take  this  letter  ? — bear  it  back— 

[Gi-virig  her  the  letter, 

1  will  not  court  new  pain. 

Laura. 

Madam,  Rodolpho 

Urg'i 
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Urg'd  me  Co  much,  nay,  even  with  tears  conjur'd  me. 
But  this  once  more  to  ferve  th'  unhappy  king — 
For  fuch  he  faid  he  was — that  tho'  enrag'd,. 
Equal  with  thee,  at  his  inhuman  falfnood, 
J  could  not  to  my  brother's  fervent  prayers 
Refufe  this  office — Read  it — His  excufes 
Will  only  more  expofe  his  falfliood. 

SiGlSMUKDA, 

No. 
It  fuits  not  O/mcnd's  wife  to  read  one  line 
From  that  contagious  hand — fiie  knows  too  well ! 

Laura. 
He  paints  him  out  diftrefs'd  beyond  exprellion. 
Even  on  the  point  of  madnefs.  Wild  as  winds. 
And  fighting  feas,  he  raves.  His  paflions  mix, 
Witli  ceafelefs  rage,  all  in  each  giddy  moment.- 
Fle  dies  to  fee  you  and  to  clear  his  faith. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Save  me  from  tliat ! — That  would  be  vvorfe  than  all! 

Laura. 
I  but  report  my  brother's  words ;  who  then 
Began  to  talk  of  feme  dark  impolition, 
That  had  deceiv'd  us  all:  when,  interrupted. 
We  heard  your  father  and  earl  Ofmond  near, 
As  fummon'd  to  Conjlantia'^  court  they  went. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Ha  !  impofition  ? — Well !  If  I  am  doomed 
To  be,  o'er  all  my  fex,  the  wretch  of  love, 
In  vain  I  would  rdfifi; — Give  me  the  letter- 
To 
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To  know  the  worft  is  feme  relief Alas! 

It  was  not  thus,  with  fuch  dire  palpitations. 
That,  Tancred,  once  I  us'd  to  read  thy  letters. 

\_Attempting  to  read  the  letieTy  but  gives  it  to  Laura. 
Ah  fond  remembrance  blinds  me  ! — Read  it,  Laiira» 
Laura  reads. 

Deliver  tne,  Sigifmunda,yroOT  thaf  mcjl  exquijtte  mt- 
fery  •■which  a  faithful  heart  canfuffer — To  be  thought  hafe 
by  hevy  from  ^ixhofe  ejleem  even  'virtue  borroixs  ne<vj 
charms.  When  1  fubmitted  to  my  cruel  ftuatioriy  it  ixas 
not  faljhood you  beheld,  but  an  excefs  of  lonje.  Rather 
than  endanger  that,  I  for  a  vjhile  ga've  up  my  honour. 
Every  moment  till  I  fee  you  fabs  me  ^vith  fever  er  pangs 
than  real  guilt  itfelf  can  feel.  Let  me  then  co7ijure  yott 
to  meet  me  in  the  garden,  tonvards  the  clofe  of  the  day> 
fwhen  I  "juill  explain  this  inyjlery.  We  have  been  mojl 
inhumanly  abufed;  and  that  by  the  means  of  the  very  pa- 
per luhich  I  gave  you,  from  the  voarmejl  ftnceriiy  oflovey 
to  affure  to  you  the  heart  and  hand  of 

Tancred. 

SiGlSMUNDA. 

There,  Laura,  there,  the  dreadful  fecret  fprung  I 
That  paper  !  ah  that  paper  !  it  fuggefts 
A  thoufand  horrid  thoughts — I  to  my  father 
Gave  it;  and  he  perhaps — I  dare  not  cail 
A  look  that  way — If  yet  indeed  you  love  me, 
O  blaft  me  not,  kind  Tanired  with  the  truth  I 
O  pitying  keep  me  ignorant  for  ever  ! 
What  ftrange  peculiaj-  mifery  Is  mine  ? 

Reduc'd 
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Reduc'd  to  wifii  the  man  I  love  were  falfe  ? 

Why  was  I  hurry'd  to  a  ftep  \o  rafh  ? 

Kepairlefs  woe! — 1  might  have  waited,  fure, 

A- few  Ihort  hours — No  duty  that  forbade — 

I  ow'd  thy-  love  that  jultice  ;  till  this  day 

Thy  love  an  image  of  all-perfcft  goodnefs ! 

A  beam  from  Heaven  that  glovv'd  v/iih  every  virtue? 

And  have  I  thrown  this  prize  of  life  away  ? 

The  piteous  wreck  of  one  dillraifted  moment? 

Ah  the  cold  prudence  ofremorfelefs  age  ! 

Ah  pafents,  traitors  to  your  children's  blifs  ! 

Ah  curs'd,  ah  blind  revenge  ! — On  every  hand 

I  was  betray 'd — You,  Laura,  too,  betray'd  me  ! — 

Laura. 
Who,  who,  butlie,  w'hate'er  he  writes,  betray'd  yoa? 
Or  falfe  or  pufillanimous.     For  once, 
I  will  with  you  fuppofe,  that  his  agreement 
'I  o  the  kiiig's  will  was  forg'-d'—T  lio'  forg  d  by  whom  -? ' 
Your  father  fcorns  the  crime — Vet  what  avails  it  ? 
This,  if  it  clears  bis  truth,  condemns  his  fpirit, 
A  youthful  king,  by  love  and  honour  fir'd, 
Pa;lcnt  to  fit  on  his.ir.fulted  thro-ne. 
And  let  an  outrage,  of  fo  high  a  nature, 
Unpunifh'd  pafs,  uncheck'd,  uncontradiifled — 
C  'tis  a  m.eannefs  equal  even  to  falfhood. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Laura,  no  more — We  have  already  judg'd 

Too  largely  without  knowledge.     Oft,  what  fecms 

A  trifle,  a  meer  nothing,  by  itfelf. 
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In  fome  nice  fituatiors   turns  the  fcale 
Of  Fate,  and  rules  the  moll  important  adllons. 
Yes,  1  begin  to  feel  a  fad  prefage  : 
lam  undone,  from  that  eternal  fource 
Of  human  woes — The  judgment  of  the  pafllons. 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  thefe  excufes? 
O  ceafe  jny  treacherous  heart  to  give  thera  room ! 
It  fuits  not  thee  to  plead  a  lover's  caufe  ; 
Even  to  lament  my  fate  is  now  difhonour. 
Nought  now  remains,  but  with  relentlefs  purpofc. 
To  fhun  all  interviews,  all  clearing  up 
Of  this  dark  fcene  ;  to  wrap  myfelf  in  gloom. 
In  folitude  and  Ihades ;  there  to  devour 
The  filent  forrows  ever  fwelling  here  ; 
And  fmce  I  muft  be  wretched — for  I  mail— — 
To  claim  the-mighty  mifery  m-yfelf, 
Bngrofsit  ail,  and  fpare  a  haplefs  father. 
Hence,  let  me  fly  ! — the  hour  approaches—— 

Laura. 

Madam, 
Bdiold  he  comes — the  king— ^ 

SlGISMUNDA. 

Heavens  !  how  efcape  ? 
No — I  wll  ftay — This  one  lail  meeting—  Leave  me. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Tancred,  Sigismunda. 

Tancred. 
And  are  thefe  long  long  hours  of  torture  pall  ? 
My  life  !  my  Sigijmunda  / 

\Thro'ix)ing  him/elf  at  her  Jett, 

Sigismunda, 

Rife,  my  lord. 
To  fee  my  fovereign  thus  no  more  becomes  me, 

Tancred. 
O  let  me  kifs  the  ground  on  which  you  tread  ! 
Let  me  exhale  my  foul  in  fofteft  tranfport ! 
Since  I  again  embrace  my  Sigifmunda  !  \RtJing% 

Unkind  !  how  couldft  thou  ever  deem  me  falfe  ? 
How  thus  difhonoui  love  r — O  I  could  much 
Embitter  my  complaint ! — How  low  were  then 
Thy  thoughts  of  me  ?   How  didii  thou  then  affront 
The  human  heart  itfelf  ?  After  the  vows, 
The  fervent  truth,  the  tender  proteftations, 
Y/hich  mine  has  often  pour'd,  to  let  thy  breaft, 
Whate'er  th'  appearance  was,  admit  fufpicion  f 

Sigismunda. 
How  !  when  I  heard  myfelf  your  full  confent 
To  the  late  king's  fo  jufl  and  prudent  will  ? 
Heard  it  before  you  read,  in  folemn  fenate  ? 

When 
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When  I  beheld  you  give  your  royal  hand. 
To  her,  whofe  birth  and  dignity  of  right. 
Demands  that  high  alliance  ?  Yes,  my  lord. 
You  have  done  well.    The  man,  whom  Heaven  ap- 
points 
To  govern  others,  (hould  himfelf  firft  learn 
To  bend  his  pafiions  to  the  fvvay  of  reafon. 
In  all  you  have  done  well  ;  but  when  you  bid 
My  humbled  hopes  look  up  to  you  again. 
And  footh'd  with  wanton  cruelty  my  weaknefs  — 
That  too  was  well — My  vanity  deferv'd 
The  fharp  rebuke,  whofc  fond  extravagance 
Could  ever  dream  to  balance  your  rcpofe. 
Your  glory  and  the  welfare  of  a  people. 

Tancred. 
Chide  on,  chide  on.     Thy  foft  reproaches  now 
Jnllead  of  wounding,  only  foothc  my  fondnefs. 
No,  no,  thou  charming  confort  of  my  foul ! 
I  never  lov'd  thee  with  iiich  faithful  ardour. 
As  in  that  cruel  miferable  moment 
You  thought  me  falfe  ;  when  even  my  honour  floop'd 
To  wear  for  thee  a  baffled  face  of  bafenefs. 
It  was  thy  barbarous  father,  Sigijmunda^ 
V/ho  caught  me  in  the  toil.     He  turn'd  that  paper. 
Meant  for  th'  afTuring  bond  of  nuptial  love. 
To  ruin  it  for  ever  ;  he,  he  wrote 
That  forg'd  confent,  you  heard,  beneath  my  name. 
Nay  dar'd  before  my  out-rag'd  throne  to  read  it  1 
Had  he  not  been  thy  father — Ha  !   my  love  ! 
You  tremble,  you  grow  pale. 

Sjgis» 
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SiGlSMUNDA. 

Oh  leave  me,  Tancre^  f 
Tancred. 
No! — Leave  thee? — Never!  never!  till  you  fct 
My  heart  at  peace,  till  thefe  dear  lips  again 
Pronounce  thee  mine !   Without  thee  I  renounce 
Myfelf,  my  friends,  the  world — Hereon  this  hand— 

SiGISMUNDA. 

My  lord,  forget  that  hand,  which  never  now 

Can  be  to  thine  united 

Tancred. 
Sigifinunda  ! 
What  doH  thou  mean  ? — Thy  words,  thy  look,  thy 

manner, 
Seem  to  conceal  fome  horrid  fecret — Heavens .' 
No — That  was  wild — Dillradlion  fires  thethought! — ■ 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Enquire  no  more 1  never  can  be  thine, 

Tancred. 
What,  who  fhall  interpofe  ?  who  dares  attempt 
To  brave  the  fury  of  an  injur'd  king  ? 
Who,  ere  he  fees  thee  ravilh'd  from  his  hopes, 
Will  wrap  all  blazing  Sicily  in  flames  — 

S    G  I  S  M  IJ  N  D  a  . 

In  vain  your  power,  my  lord — This  fatal  error, 
Join'd  to  my  father's  unrelenting  will. 
Has  plac'd  an  everlaPdng  bar  betwixt  us — 
I  am — earl  OJmond  % — Wife. 

S  Tancred. 
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Tancred, 

Earl  O/mond's  wife  ! •' 

[Jfter  a  long  paufe,  during  'uJBuh  they 
look  at  one  another  njjith  the  hightji 
agitation  and  moji  tenaer  dijirejs. 
Heavens!  did  I  hear  thee  right?  what!  marry'd^ 

marry'd  ! 
Loft  to  thy  faithful  Tancred!  loft  for  ever! 
Couldft  thoa  then  doom  me  to  fuch  matchlefs  woe. 
Without  fo  much  as  hearing  me  ? — Diltradlion  !-^ 
Alas  !  what  haft  thou  done  ?  Ah  Sigifmiinda  /-^ 
Thy  rafli  credulity  has  done  a  deed. 
Which  of  two  happieft  lovers — ^that  e'er  felt 
The  blifsful  power,  has  made  two  finifti'd  wretches! 

But — Madnefs ! Sure,  thou  know'ft  itcannotb^l 

This  hand  is  mine !  a  thoufand  thoufand  vows — ^ 


SCENE    III. 

Tancredj  Osmond,  Sigismunda, 

Osmond. 

[Snatching  her  hand  from  the  king, 
fvjadam,  this  hand,  by  the  moft  folemn  rites, 
A  little  hour  ago,  was  given  to  me, 
And  did  not  fovereign  honour  now  command  mej, 
Never  but  with  my  life  to  quit  my  ci?.im, 

I  would  renounce  it thus ! 

Vol.  IV.  I  Tancred. 
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Tancreo. 

Pla  !  who  art  thou  ? 
Prefumptuous  man  ! 

Sjgismunda,  ajide. 

Where  is  my  father  ?  Heavens ! 

\Goes  out, 
Osmond. 

One  thou  fhouldfl  better  know — Yes — view  me  —  one ! 
Who  can  and  will  maintain  his  rights  and  honour, 
Againft  a  faithlefs  prince,  an  upftart  king, 
Whofe  firll  bale  deed  is  what  a  harden'd  tyrant 
Would  blufh  to  aa. 

Tancred. 

Infolent  Ofmond !  know, 
This  upftart  king  will  hurl  confufion  on  thee, 
And  all  who  (hall  invade  his  facred  rights. 
Prior  to  thine — Thine  founded  on  compuHion, 
On  infamous  deceit,  while  his  proceed 
From  mutual  love  and  free  long-pjighted  faith. 
She  is,  and  (hall  be  mine  ! — 1  will  annul. 
By  the  high  power  with  which  the  laws  inveft  me, 
Thofe  guilty  forms  in  which  you  have  entrap'd, 
Bafely  entrap'd,  to  thy  detefted  nuptials. 
My  queen  betroth'd;    who  has  my  heart,  my  hand. 
And  (hall  partake  my  throne— If,  hanglity  lord. 
If  this  thou  didit  not  know,  then  know  it  now  ! 
And  know  befides,  as  1  have  told  thee  this, 
Shouldft  thou  but  think  to  urge  thy  treafon  further — 

Than  treafon  more !    Ireafcn  againll  my  love  ! 

3  Thy 
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Thy  life  fhall  anfwer  for  it ! 
Osmond, 

Ha?  my  life!  ■■  — 
It  moves  my  fcorn  to  hear  thy  empty  threats. 
When  was  it  that  a  Nortnan  baron's  life 
Became  fo  vile,  as  on  the  frown  of  kings 
To  hang? — Of  that,  my  lord,  the  law  mufl:  judge: 
Or  if  the  law  be  weak,  my  guardian  fword — 

T  A  N  c  R  E  D . 

Dare  not  to  touch  it,  traitor  !  left  my  rage 
Break  loofe,  and  do  a  deed  that  mi/becomes  me. 


SCENE     IV. 
Tancred,  Siffredi,  Osmond. 

SiFFREDI   entering, 
Aly  gracious  lord  !  what  is  it  1  behold  ! 
My  fovereign  in  contention  with  his  fubjeds  ? 
Surely  this  houfe  deferves  from  royal  Tancred 
A  little  more  regard,  than  to  be  made 
A  fcene  of  trouble  and  unfeemly  jars. 
It  grieves  my  foul,  it  baffles  every  hope, 
It  makes  me  fick  of  life,  to  fee  thy  glory 
Thus  blafted  in  thebud  —Heavens !  can  your  highnefs 
From  your  exalted  character  defcend, 
The  dignity  of  virtue;  -and,  inftead 
Of  being  the  proteftor  of  our  rights, 

I  2  The 
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The  holy  guardian  of  domeflic  blifs, 
Unkiodly  thus  dillurb  the  fweet  repofe, 
7  he  fecret  peace  of  families,  for  which 
Alone  the  freeborn  race  of  man  to  laws 
And  government  fubmitted  ? 

Ta  n  c  r  e  d  . 

My  lord  Siffredi^ 
Spare  thy  rebuke.     The  duties  of  my  ftation 
Are  not  to  me  unknown. — But  thou,  old  manj 
Doft  thou  not  blufh  to  talk  of  rights  invaded  I 
And  of  our  bell  our  dearell  blifs  difturb'd  ? 
Thou  !  who  with  more  than  barbarous  perfidy 
Haft  trampled  all  allegiance,  juftice,  truth. 
Humanity  Itfelf,  beneath  thy  feet  ? 
Thou  know'ft  thou  haft— I  could,  to  thy  confufion, 
Return  thy  hard  reproaches;  but  i  fpare  thee 
Before  this  lord,  for  whofe  ill-forted  fricndlhip 
Thou  haft  moft  bafely  facrific'd  thy  daughter. 
Farewel,  my  lord  ! — For  thee,  lord  conftable. 
Who  doft  prefume  to  lift  thy  furly  eye 
To  my  foft  love,  my  gentle  5igifKiu):da, 
I  once  again  command  thee,  on  thy  life 
Yes — chew  thy  rage — but  mark  me — on  thy  life. 
No  further  urge  thy  arrogant  pretenfions  I 


-SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 

SiFFREDi,  Osmond.. 

o 

Osmond, 

Ha !  arrogant  pretenfions !  heaven  and  earth  ! 
What !   arrogant  pretenfions  to  my  wife  ? 
Mv  wedded  wife  !   Where  are  we  r  In  a  land 

Of  civil  rule,  of  liberty  and  laws  ? 

Mot  on  my  life  purfue  them  f — Giddy  prince  f 

My  life  difdains  thy  nod.     It  is  the  gift 

Of  parent  Heaven,  who  gave  me  too  an  arm, 

A  fpirit  to  defend  it  againft  tyrants. 

The  Nonnan  race,  the  fons  of  mighty  Rollo, 

V/ho  ruihing  in  a  tempelt  from  the  north. 

Great  nurfe  of  generous  freemen!   bravely  won 

With  their  own  fwords  their  feats,  and  ftill  poiTefs  them 

By  the  fame  noble  tenure,  are  not  us'd 

To  hear  fuch  language — If  I  now  defifl:, 

Then  brand  me  for  a  coward  !  deem  me  villain  ! 

A  traitor  to  the  public  !  By  this  condu£l 

Deceiv'd,  betray'd,  infulted,  tyranniz'd. 

Mine  is  a  common  caufe.     My  arm  fliall  guard. 

Mix  d  with  my  own,  the  rights  of  each  Sicinsn, 

Of  focial  life,  and  of  mankind  in  general. 

Ere  to  thy  tyrant  rage  they  fall  a  prey, 

l.fhall  find  means  to  fhake  thy  tottering  throne, 

VV'iich  this  illegal,  this  perfidious  ufage 

1  3  Forfeits 
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Forfeits  at  once,  and  ciufh  thee  in  the  ruins ! — 
ConJ'iantia  is  my  queen  ! 

SlFFREDI. 

Lord  conflabk, 
Let  us  be  ftedfaft  in  the  right  ;  but  let  us 
Ail  with  cool  prudence,  and  with  manly  temper. 
As  well  as  manly  firmnefs.     True,  I  own, 
Th' indignities  you  fufFer  are  fo  high. 
As  might  even  juftify  what  now  you  threaten. 
But  if,  my  lord,  we  can  prevent  the  woes, 
The  cruel  horrors  of  inteftine  war, 
Yet  hold  untouch'd  our  liberties  and  laws  ; 

0  let  us,  rais'd  above  the  turbid  fphere 
Of  little  felfi(h  paflions,  nobly  do  it  ! 
Nor  to  our  hot  intemperate  pride  pour  out 
A  dire  libation  o^  Sicilian  blood. 

'Tis  godlike  magnanimity,  to  keep. 

When  mofl:  provok'd,  our  reafon  calm  and  clear, 

And  execute  her  will,  from  a  ftrong  fenfe 

Of  what  is  right,  without  the  vulgar  aid 

Of  heat  and  paffion,  which,  tho'  honeft,  bear  us 

Often  too  far.     Remember  that  my  houfe 

Protefts  my  daughter  fiill ;  and  ere  I  faw  her 

Thus  ravifh'd  from  us,  by  the  arm  of  power. 

This  hand  Ihould  a6l  the  Roman  father's  part. 

Fear  not;  be  temperate  ;  all  will  yet  be  well. 

1  know  the  king.     At  firfl  his  pafiions  burft 
Q^ick  as  the  lightning's  flala  ;  but  in  his  bread 

Honour 
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Honour  and  juflice  dwell—Trufl  me,  to  reafon 
He  will  return. 

Osmond. 
He  will ! — By  Heavens,  he  (hall ! — 
You  know  the  king— I  wilh,  my  lord  Sijredi^ 
That  you  had  deign'd  to  tell  me  all  you  knew — 
And  would  you  have  me  wait,  with  duteous  patience, 
Till  he  return  to  reafon  ?  Ye  juft  Powers  1 
When  he  has  planted  on  our  necks  his  foot. 
And  trod  us  into  fiaves  ;  when  his  vain  pride 
Is  cloy'd  with  our  fubmifllon  ;  if,  at  laft. 
He  finds  his  arm  too  weak  to  fhake  the  frame 
Of  wide-eftablifli'd  order  out  of  joint, 
And  overturn  alljuftice;  then,  perchance, 
He,  in  a  fit  of  fickly  kind  repentance. 
May  make  a  merit  to  return  to  reafon. 
No,  no,  my  lord  ! — There  is  a  nobler  way. 
To  teach  the  blind  oppreffive  Fury  reafon : 
Oft  has  the  lullre  of  avenging  Heel 
Unfeal'd  her  flupid  eyes — The  fvvord  is  reafon  ! 


I  4  SCENE 
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SCENE    Vi. 

S^FFREDi,    Osmond,   Rodolpho,   xuhh 
Guards^ 

RODOLPKO. 

My  I<5rd  high  conftabk  of  Sicily y 
In  the  king's  name,  and  by  his  fpeclal  order^ 
I  here  arrell  you  prifoner  of  ftate. 

Osmond. 
What  king  ?  I  know  no  king  of  Sicily— 
Unlefs  he  be  the  hufband  of  Cotijiantia. 

RODOLPHO. 

Then  know  him  now Behold  his  royal  orders 

1  o  bear  you  to  the  caftle  of  Falermo, 

SjFFREDI. 

Let  the  big  torrent  foam  its  madnefs  ofF. 
Submit,  my  lord — No  caftle  long  can  hold. 
Our  wrongs — This,  more  than  friendfhip  or  alliance* 
Confirms  me  thine ;  this  binds  me  to  thy  fortunes. 
By  the  ftrong  tye  of  common  injury. 

Which  nothing  can  difToIve 1  grieve,  Rodal^ho^ 

To  fee  the  reign,  in  fach  unhappy  fort. 
Begin. 

Osmond. 
The  reign  !  the  ufurpation  call  it ! 
This  meteor  king  may  blaze  awhile,  but  foon 
Muft  fpeud  his  idle  terrors — Sir,  lead  on— — 

Farewel, 
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Farevvel,  my  lord More  than  my  life  and  fortunej 

Remember  well,  is  in  your  hands my  honour  I 

SiFFBEDU 

Cur  honour  is  the  fame.     My  fon  farewel 
We  fhall  not  long  be  parted.     On  thefe  eyes 
Sleep  fhall  not  fhed  his  balm,  till  1  behold  thee 
Rellor'd  to  freedom,  or  partake  thy  bonds. 

Even  noble  courage  is  not  void  of  blame. 
Till  nobler  patience  fan^lifies  its  flame.. 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  A^i 


Is  ACT 
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ACTV.       SCENE    L 


SiFFREDI,  alofie. 

I    'HE  profpeft  lowrs  around.    I  found  the  king, 
-*•      Tho'  calm'd  a  little,  wich  Tubliding  terapeft, 
As  fuits  his  generous  nature,  yet  in  love 
Abated  nought,  moft  ardent  in  his  purpofe  ; 
Inexorably  fix'd,  whate'er  the  rifque, 
To  claim  my  daughter,  anddifiblve  this  marriage — 
I  have  embark  d,  upon  a  pejiious  fea, 
A  mighty  treafure.     Here  the  rapid  youth, 
Th'  impetuous  paffions  of  a  lover-king 
Check  my  bold  courfe ;  and  there,  the  jealous  pride^ 
Th'  impatient  honour  of  a  haughty  lord 
Of  the  firft  rank,  in  intereft  and  dependants 
Nea-  ec'.ual  to  tlic  king,  forbid  retreat. 
My  honour  too,  the  fame  unchang'd  conviflion^^ 
That  thefe  my  meafures  were,  and  llill  remain 
Of  abfolute  neceflity,  to  fave 
The  land  from  civil  fury,  urge  me  on. 
But  how  proceed  ? — 1  only  fafler  rufh 
Upon  the  defperate  evils  I  v/ould  fhun. 

Wkat 
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Whate'er  the  motive  be,  deceit,  I  fear. 

And  harlh  unnatural  force  are  not  the  means 

Of  public  welfare  or  of  private  blifs  — 

Bear  witnefs,  Heaven!  Thou  mind^infpeding  eye! 

My  bread  is  pure.     I  have  prefer'd  my  duty. 

The  good  and  fafety  of  my  fellow-fubjefts, 

To  all  thofe  views  that  fire  the  felHfh  race 

Of  men,  and  mix  them  in  eternal  broils. 

Enter  «?/  Officer  belonging  to  Siffredi.. 

Officer. 
My  lord,  a  man  of  noble  port,  his  face 
Wrap'd  in  difguife,  is  earneft  for  admiflion. 

•SlFFREDl. 

Go,  bid  him  enter —  [Officer  goes  out. 

Ha  !  wrap'd  in  difguife  ! 
And  at  this  late  unfeafonable  hour  I 
V^  hen  o'er  the  world  tremendous  midnight  reigns, 
"Qy  the  dire  gloom  of  raging  tempeil  doubled — 


SCENE     11.. 
Siffredi,  Osmond  dlfcovering  hlmfelf.. 

SiFFREDIi 

What!  ha!  earl  Ofmondi  you? — Welcome,  once  more,. 
To  this  glad  roof!—  But  why  in  this  difguife .' 
Would  1  could  hope  the  king  exceeds  his  promife  ! 

1. 6.  I  have 
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I  ha'-e  his  faith  fcon  as  to-morrow's  fun 
f  hall  gild  Sicilians  cliffs   you  fhail  be  free.— - 
JHas  fome  good  angel  turn'd  his  heart  to  juftice? 
Osmond. 

It  is  not  by  the  favour  of  count  Tancred 
That  I  am  here.     As  much  I  fcorn  his  favour, 

As  1  defy  his  tyranny  and  threats 

Our  friend  Goffredo,  who  commands  the  caftle. 

On  my  parole,  ere  dawn,  to  render  back 

My  perfon,  has  permitted  me  this  freedom. 

Know  then  ;  the  faithlefs  outrage  of  to-day. 

By  him  committed  whom  you  call  the  king, 

J^as  roua'dCow/f^K/Z^'s  court.  Ourfriends,  the  friends- 

Of  virtue,  juflice,  and  of  public  faith. 

Ripe  for  revolt   are  in  high  ferment  all. 

This,  this,  they  fay,  exceeds  whate'er  deform'd 

The  miferable  days  we  faw  beneath 

William  tht  Bad      This  faps  the  folid  bafe, 

At  once,  of  government  and  private  life  ; 

This  ftiamelefs  impofition  on  the  faith. 

The  majefty  of  fenates    this  lewd  infult. 

This  violation  of  the  rights  of  men. 

Added  to  thefe,  his  igi  ominious  treatment 

C  i"  her  th'  illuftrious  offspring  of  our  kiugs, 

Sictlid'5  hope,  and  now  our  royal  mifirefs. 

You  know,  m.y  lord,  how  grofsly  thefe  infringe 

n  he  late  king's  will ;  which  orders,  if  count  Tancred 

IVlake  not  Conjiantia  partner  of  his  throne. 

That  he  be  quite  excluded  the  fuccellion. 

Ana 
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And  flie  to  Henry  given,  king  of  the  Romansy 
The  potent  emperor  BarbaroJJa's  fon, 
Who  feeks  with  earneft  inftance  her  alliance. 
I  thence  of  you,  as  guardian  of  the  laws, 
A%  guardian  of  this  Will  to  you  entruRed, 
Defire,  nay  more,  demand  your  inftant  aid^ 
To  fee  it  put  in  vigorous  execution. 

SlFFR-EDI.^ 

You  cannot  doubt,  my  lord,  of  my  concurrence. 
Who  more  than  I  have  labour'd  this  great  point  P-v 
'Tis  my  own  plan.     And,  if  I  drop  it  now, 
I  fhould  be  juftly  branded  with  the  fliame 
Of  rafli  advice,^  or  defpicable  weaknefs. 
But  let  us  not  precipitate  the  matter. 
CoTifiantiu's  friends  are  numerous  and  ftrongj; 
Yet  Taticred^s,  truft  me,  are  of  equal  force. 
E'er  fince  the  fecret  of  his  birth  was  known. 
The  people  all  are  in  a  tumult  hurld 
Of  boundlefs  joy,  to  hear  there  lives  a  prince 
Of  mighty  Gui/card's  line.     Numbers,  befides,. 
Of  powerful  barons,  who  at  heart  had  pin'd, 
To  fee  the  reign  of  their  renownd  forefathers,. 
Won  by  immortal  deeds  of  matchiefs  valour, 
Pafs  from  the  gallant  1\  or  mans  to  the  Sue--vi, 
Will  with  a  kind  of  rage  efpoufe  his  caufe — 
'Tis  fo,  my  lord — be  not  by  paflion  blinded——^ 
Tis  furely  fo — O  if  our  prating  virtue 
Dwells  not  in  words  alone — O  let  us  join. 
My  generous  Ofmand,  to  avert  thefe  woes, 

1  And 
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And  yet  fuftain  our  tottering  Norman  kingdom  !. 

Osmond. 
But  how,  Siffredi  ?  how?— If  by  foft  means 
We  can  maintain  our  rights,  and  fave  our  country,. 
May  his  unnatural  blood  firit  ftain  the  fword. 
Who  with  unpitying  fury  firft  fhall  draw  it! 

SiFFREm. 

I  have  a  thought — The  glorious  work  be  thlnCi. 
Eut  it  requires  an  awful  flight  of  virtue. 
Above  the  paffions  of  the  vulgar  breaft. 
And  thence  from  thee  I  hope  it,  noble  0/mofid — 
Suppofe  my  daughter,  to  her  God  devoted. 
Were  plac'd  within  fome  convent's  facred  vergej 
Beneath  the  dread  proteftion  of  the  altar — ■ 

Osmond. 
Ere  then,  by  Heavens  !  I  would  devoutly  fhave 
My  holy  fcalp,  turn  whining  monk  myfelf, 
And  pray  incefiant  for  the  tyrant's  fafety  ! — 
What !  How  !  becaufe  an  infolent  invader, 
A  facrilegious  tyrant,  in  contempt 
Cf  all  thoTe  noblefl  rights,  which  to  maintain 
Is  man's  peculiar  pride,  demands  my  wife ; 
That  I  fliall  thus  betray  the  common  caufe 
Of  human  kind,  and  tamely  yield  her  up, 
Even  in  the  manner  you  propofe — O  then 
I  were  fupiemely  vile  !  degraded  !   fliam'd  ! 
The  fcorn  of  manhood  !   and  abhor'd  of  honour  ! 

Siffre  di. 
■^here  is,  my  lord,  an  honour,  the  calm  child 

Of 
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Ofreafon,  of  humanity  and  mercy, 
Superior  far  to  this  pundlilious  demon, 
That  fingly  minds  itfelf,  and  oft  embroils 
With  proud  barbarian  niceties  the  world  ! 

Osmond. 
My  lord,  my  lord ! — I  cannot  brook  your  prudence — 

It  holds  a  pulfe  unequal  to  my  blood 

Unblemifh'd  honour  is  the  flower  of  virtue  ! 
The  vivifying  foul  !  and  he  who  flights  it 
Will  leave  the  other  dull  and  lifelefs  drofs. 

SiFFREDI. 

No  more You  are  too  warm. 

Osmond. 

You  are  too  cool. 

SiFFREDI. 

Too  cool,  my  lord  ?  I  were  indeed  too  cool. 

Not  to  refent  this  language,  and  to  tell  thee 

I  wilh  earl  O/mond  were  as  cool  as  I 

To  his  own  felhih  blifs — ay,  and  as  warm 

To  that  of  others — But  of  this  no  more— — 

IVly  daughter  is  thy  wife — I  gave  her  to  thee. 

And  will  againft  all  force  maintain  her  thine. 

But  think  not  I  will  catch  thy  headlong  pafiions, 

Whirl'd  in  a  blaze  of  madnefs  o'er  the  land  ; 

Or,  all  the  lall  extremitr  compel  me, 

Rifque  the  dire  means  of  war — The  king  to-morrow,, 

Vv  ill  fet  you  free  ;  and,  if  by  gentle  m.eans 

He  does  not  yield  my  daughter  to  your  arms, 

Aad  wed  Conjlantia,  as  the  will  requires. 

Why 
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Why  then  expe«Sl  me  on  the  fide  of  juHice— — - 
Let  that  fuiHce, 

Osmond, 

Tt  does — Forgive  my  heat. 
My  rankled  mind,  by  injuries  inflam'd. 
May  be  too  prompt  to  take  and  give  offence,- 

SiFFREDI. 

'Tis  pad — Your  wrongs,  I  own,  may  well  tranfpcrt 

The  wifeft  mind — But  henceforth,  noble  Ofmond, 

Do  me  more  jufcice,  honour  more  my  truth. 

Nor  mark  me  with  an  eye  of  fquint  fufpicion— — - 

Thefe  jars  apart — You  may  repofe  your  foul 

On  mv  firm  faith  and  unremitting  friendihip. 

Of  that  I  fure  have  given  exalted  proof. 

And  the  next  fun  we  fee,  fhall  prove  it  further— —- 

Return,  my  fon,  and  from  your  friend  ■Goffredo 

Releafe  your  word.     There  try,  by  foft  repofe;,- 

To  calm  your  brealL 

Osmond. 

Bid  the  vext  ocean  ileep,. 

Swept  by  the  pinions  of  the  raging  north 

But  your  frail  age,  by  care  and  toil  exhauiled,- 
Deraaads  the  bairn  of'all-repairing  reft. 

SlFIREDI-. 

Soon  as  to-morrow's  dawn  fliall  ftrcak  the  ftiies,, 
I,  with  my  friends  in  folemn  ilate  afiembled. 
Will  to  the  palace,  and  demand  your  freedom,. 
Then  by  calm  reafon,  or  by  higher  means. 
The  king  Ihall  (juit  his  claim,  and  in  the  face 

Of. 
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">f  Sicily^  my  daughter  fhall  be  yours, 
i  arewel. 

Osmond, 
My  lord,  good  night. 


SCENE    HI. 

Osmond  alone,     \_Jftir  a  long  -pauje, 

I  like  him  not — ■  ■■'  ^ 
Yes — T  have  mighty  matter  of  fufpicion. 
'Tis  plain — I  fee  it  lurking  in  his  breail. 
He  has  a  foolifli  fondnefs  for  this  king— > 
My  honour  is  not  fafe,  while  here  my  wife 
Remains — Who  knows  but  he  this  very  night 
IVIay  bear  her  to  fome  convent  as  he  mention'd— - 
The  king  too — tho'  I  fmother'd  up  my  rage, 
I  mark'd  it  well — will  fet  me  free  to-morrwv. 
Why  not  to-night  r  He  has  fome  dark  defign — 
Ey  Heavens !  he  has — I  ara  aba^'d  moft  grofsly  ; 
Made  the  vile  tool  of  thi«  old  Itatefman's  fchemes  j 
Marry'd  to  one — Ay,  and  he  knew  it, — one 
Who  loves  yowngTancred  !  Hence  her  fwooning,  tears, 
And  all  her  foft  diflrefs,  when  fhe  difgrac'd  me 
By  bafely  giving  her  perfidious  hand 
Without  her  heart  — Hell  and  perdition!  this. 
This  is  the  perfidy  ! — This  is  the  fell. 
The  keen,  envenom'd,  ex(^uilite  difgrace  ! 

Which: 
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Which  to  a  man  of  honour  even  exceeds 

The  falfehood  of  the  perfon — But  I  now 

Will  roufe  me  from  the  poor  tame  lethargy, 

By  my  believing  fondnefs  caft  upon  me. 

I  vviil  not  wait  his  crawling  timid  motions, 

Perhaps  to  blind  me  meant,  which  he  to-morrow 

Has  promis'd  to  purfue.     No  !  ere  hib  eyes 

Shall  open  en  to-morrow's  orient  beam, 

I  will  convince  him  that  earl  OJmond  never 

Was  form'd  to  be  his  dupe— I  know  full  well 

Th'  important  weight  and  danger  of  the  deed: 

But  to  a  man,  whom  greater  dangers  prefs. 

Driven  to  the  brink  of  infamy  and  horror, 

Raflinefs  iifelf,  and  utter  defperation, 

Are  the  beft  prudence — I  will  bear  her  off 

This  night,  and  lodge  her  in  a  place  of  fafety. 

I  have  a  trudy  band  that  waits  not  far. 

Hence  !  let  me  lofe  no  time — One  rapid  moment 

Should  ardent  form,  at  once,  and  execute 

A  boJd  defign— 'lis  fix  d— 'Tis  done!— Yes,  then, 

When  I  have  feiz'd  the  prize  of  love  and  honour, 

And  with  a  friend  fecur'd  her  ;  to  the  caftle 

I  will  repair,  and  claim  Gcffredo's  promife 

To  rife  with  all  his  garrifcn  — my  friends 

V.'ith  brave  impatience  wait.     The  mine  is  laid. 

And  only  wants  my  kindling  touch  to  fpring. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Sigismunda'j  Apartment. 

SiGisMUNDA,  Laura. 

Lattra, 
Heavens!  'ds  a  feajful  night! 

SlGISMUNDA. 

All !  the  black  rage 
Of  midnight  tempeft,  or  th'  afluring  fmiles 
Of  radiant  morn  are  equal  all  to  me. 
Nought  now  has  charms  or  terrors  to  my  breaft. 
The  feat  of  ftupid  woe  ' — Leave  me,  my  Laura. 
Kind  reft,  perhaps,  may  hufh  my  woes  a  little— 
Oh  for  that  quiet  fleep  that  knows  no  morning  I 

Laura. 
Madam,  indeed  I  know  not  how  to  go. 
Indulge  my  fondnefs — Let  me  watch  a  while 
By  your  fad  bed,  till  thefe  dread  hours  ihall  pafs. 

SlGISMUNDA. 

Alas !  what  is  the  toil  of  elements. 
This  idle  perturbation  of  the  (ky, 
To  what  I  feel  within  ! — Oh  that  the  fires 
Of  pitying  fleaven  would  point  their  fury  here  I 
Good  night,  my  deareft  Laura! 

Laura. 

O  I  know  not 

What 
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What  this  opprefiion  means — But  'tis  with  pain^ 
With  tears,  I  can  perfuade  myfelf  to  leave  you— 
Well  then — Good  night,  my  deareil  Sigifmunda  / 


S  C  E  N  E     V. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

And  am  I  then  alone  ? — The  moft  undone, 

Mofl  wretched  being  now  beneath  the  cope 

Of  this  affrighting  gloom  that  wraps  the  world! — — ~ 

I  faid  1  did  not  fear — Ah  me  !  I  feel 

A  fhivering  horror  run  thro'  all  my  powers  ! 

O  I  am  nought  but  tumult,  fears  and  weaknefs  I 

And  yet  how  idle  fear  when  hope  is  gone. 

Gone,  gone  for  ever! — O  thou  gentle  fcene 

\_L6oking  tonvards  her  led' 
Of  fvveet  repofe,  where  by  th'  oblivious  draught 
Of  each  fad  toilfome  day,  to  peace  refJor'd 
Unhappy  mortals  lofe  their  woes  awhile. 
Thou  hafl:  no  peace  for  mt  ' — What  (liall  I  do  ? 
How  pafs  this  dreadful  night,  fo  big  with  terror  ?— 
Here,  with  the  midnight  fhades,  here  will  I  fit, 

[Silrzvg  dozvf:. 
A  prey  to  dire  defpair,  and  ceafelefs  weep 

The  hours  away — Blefs  me — I  heard  a  noife • 

\^S  tar  ting  up. 
No— I  miltook— Nothing  but  filence  reigns 

And: 
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And  awful  midnight  round — Again  ! — O  Heavens  I 
><iy  lord  the  king  ! 


SCENE     VI. 

,  Tancred,  Sigismunda. 

Ta  NCR  ED. 

Be  not  alaim'd,  my  love  ! 

Sigismunda. 
My  royal  lord  !  why  at  this  midnight  hour^ 
How  came  you  hither  ? 

Tancred. 

By  that  TcGret  way 
My  love  contriv'd,  when  we,  in  happier  days^ 
Us'd  to  devote  thefe  hours,  {o  much  in  vain. 
To  vows  of  love  and  everlalling  friendfhip. 

Sigismunda. 
Why  will  you  thus  perfilt  to  add  new  flings 
To  her  diftrefs,  who  never  can  be  thine  ? 

0  fly  me  !  Hy  !  You  know 

Tancred. 

I  know  too  much. 
G  how  I  could  reproach  tliee,  Sigifmunda  ! 
Pour  out- my  injur"d  foul  in  juft  complaints  I 
But  now  the  time  permits  not,  thefe  fwift  moments— 

1  told  thee  how  thy  father's  artifice 
Forc'd  me  to  feem  perfidious  in  thy  eyes. 

Ah, 
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Ah,  fatal  bllndnefs !  not  to  have  obferv'd 

The  mingled  pangs  of  rage  and  love  that  (hook,  me 

"When,  by  my  cruel  public  fituation 

Compell'd,  I  only  feign'd  confent,  to  gain 

A  little  time,  and  more  fecure  thee  mine. 

E"er  fince — A  dreadful  interval  of  care  ! 

My  thoughts  have  been  employ'd,  not  without  hope. 

How  to  defeat  Sijjredi's  barbarous  purpofe. 

But  thy  credulity  has  ruin'd  all, 

Thy  raih,  thy  wild — I  know  not  what  to  name  it— — 

Oh,  it  has  prov'd  the  giddy  hopes  of  man 

To  be  delufion  all,  and  fickening  folly  1 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Ah,  generous  Tancrcd !  ah  thy  truth  dellroys  me  ! 

Yes,  yes,  'tis  I,  'tis  I  alone  am  falfe  ! 

My  haily  rage,  join'd  to  my  tame  fubmiflion, 

More  than  the  moil  exalted  filial  duty 

Could  e'er  demand,  has  dafh'd  our  cup  of  fate 

With  bitternefs  unequal'd — But,  alas  ! 

What  are  thy  woes  to  mine? — tomine!  jufi  Heaven! — 

Now  is  thy  turn  of  vengeance — hate,  renounce  me  ! 

0  leave  nie  to  the  fate  I  well  deferve, 
To  Jink  in  hopelefs  mifery  ! — at  leaft. 
Try  to  forget  the  worthlefs  Sigifmunda  / 

Tancred. 
Forget  thee  1  No  '  Thou  art  my  foul  itfelf ! 

1  have  no  thought,  no  hope,  no  wifh  but  thee  ! 
Even  this  repented  injury,  the  fears, 

That  roufe  me  all  to  madnefs,  at  the  thought 

Of 
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f"  lofing  thee,  the  whole  colledled  pains 
Of  my  full  heart,  ferve  but  to  make  thee  dearer! 
Ah,  how  forget  thee  ! — Much  mult  be  forgot. 
Ere  Tancred  can  forget  his  Sigij'munda  ! 

S  I  G  I  S  M  U  N  n  A  . 

But  you,  my  lord,  muft  make  that  great  ciTort. 

Tancred. 
Can  Sigi/munda  make  it  ? 

SiG  ISr»IUNDA. 

Ah  !   I  know  not 
With  what  fuccefs — But  all  that  feeble  woman 
And  love-entangled  reafon  can  perform, 
I,  to  the  utmoft,  will  exert  to  do  it. 

T  A  N  C  li  E  D  , 

Fear  not — 'Tis  done!  —  If  thou  canft  form  the  thought, 
Succefs  is  fure — I  am  forgot  already  ! 

S I  G 1  s  M  U  N  D  A  . 
Ah  Tancred ! — But,  my  lord,  refped  me  more. 
Think  who  1  am — What  can  you  now  propofe  ? 

Tan'  red. 
To  claim  the  plighted  vows  wh'ch  Heaven  has  heard. 
To  vindicate  the  rights  of  holy  love 
By  faith  and  hoiour  bound,  to  which  compar'd 
Thefe  empty  forms,    which  have  enfnar'd  thy  hand. 
Are  impious  guile    abufe,  and  profanation—— 
Nay,  as  a  kini^,  whofe  high  prerogative 
By  this  unlicens'd  marriage  is  affronted. 
To  bid  the  laws  themfelves  pronounce  it  void. 

S1G13- 
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SiGlSMUNDA. 

Honour,  my  lord,  is  much  too  proud  to  catch 

At  every  flender  twig  of  nice  diftindlions. 

Thefe  for  th'  unfeeling  vulgar  may  do  well : 

But  thofe,  whofe  fouls  are  by  the  nicer  rule 

Of  virtuous  delicacy  nobly  fvvay'd, 

Stand  at  another  bar  than  that  of  laws. 

Then  ceafe  to  urge  me— Since  I  am  not  born 

To  that  exalted  fate  to  be  your  queen — 

Or,  yet  a  dearer  name — to  be  your  wife  !  ■  ° 

I  am  the  wife  of  an  illuflrious  lord 

Of  your  own  princely  blood  ;  and  what  I  am, 

I  will  with  proper  dignity  remain. 

Retire,  my  royal  lord — There  is  no  means 

To  cure  the  wounds  this  fatal  day  has  given. 

We  meet  no  more  ! 

Tancred. 
Oh  barbarous  S'lgifmunda  ! 
And  canft  thou  talk  thus  fteadily  ?  thus  treat  me 
With  fuch  unpitying,  unrelenting  rigour  ? 
Poor  is  the  love,  that  rather  than  give  up 
A  little  pride,  a  little  formal  pride, 
The  breath  of  vanity  !  can  bear  to  fee 
The  man,  whofe  heart  was  once  {o  dear  to  thine 
By  many  a  tender  vovv'  fo  mix'd  together, 
A  prey  to  anguiih,  fury  and  diftraflion  i  — 
Thou  canft  not  furely  make  me  fuch  a  wretch. 
Thou  canft  not,  Sigifmunda  /~Yet  relent, 
O  fave  us  yet ! — Rcdol^ho,  with  my  guards, 

Waits, 
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Vv'aitb  in  the  garden — Let  us  feize  the  moments 
We  ne'er  may  have  again — With  more  than  power 
1  will  aflert  thee  mine,  with  faireft  honour. 
Ihe  world  fhall  even  approve  ;  each  honed  bofom 
Swell  with  a  kindred  joy  to  fee  us  happy. 

SiGISMUNDA. 

The  world  approve  1  What  is  the  world  to  me  ?■ 
The  confcious  mind  is  its  own  awful  world.  ■ 
And  yet,  perhaps,  if  thou  wert  not  a  king, 
I  know  not,  Tancred,  what  I  might  have  done. 
Then,  then,  mViConduft,  fandify'd  by  love. 
Could  not  be  deem'd,  by  the  feverell  judge. 
The  mean  efFeft  of  intereft  or  ambition. 
But  now  not  all  my  partial  heart  can  plead. 
Shall  ever  fhake  th'  unalterable  dictates 
That  tyrannize  my  breaft. 

Tancred. 

'Tis  well — No  more— 
I  yield  me  to  my  fate — Yes,  yes  inhuman  ! 
Since  thy  barbarian  heart  is  fteel'd  by  pride. 
Shut  up  to  love  and  pity,  here  behold  me 
Caft  on  the  ground,  a  vile  and  abjeft  wretch! 
Lod  to  all  cares,  all  dignities,  all  duties ! 
Here  will  f  grow,  breathe  out  my  faithful  foul. 
Here  at  thy  feet — Death,  death  alone  iliall  part  iii ' 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Have  you  then  vow'd  to  drive  me  to  perdition  ? 
What  can  I  more  ? — Yes,  Tancred !  once  again 
I  will  forget  the  dignity  my  flation 

Vol.  iV.  K  Conx^ 
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Commands  me  to  fuftain — for  the  laft  rime 
Will  tell  thee,  that,  I  fear,  no  ties,  no  duty. 
Can  ever  root  thee  from  my  haplefs  bofom. 
O  leave  me  !  fly  me !  were  it  but  in  pity  ! — 
To  fee  what  once  we  tenderly  hav^e  lov'd, 
Cut  off"  from  every  hope — cut  off"  for  ever  ! 
Js  pain  thy  generofity  (hould  fpare  me. 
Then  rife,  my  lord ;  and  if  you  truly  love  me  ; 
Jf  you  refpedt  my  honour,  nay,  my  peace. 
Retire!  for  tho'  th'  emotions  of  my  heart 
Can  ne'er  alarm  my  virtue  ;  yet,  alas  ! 
They  tear  it  fo,  they  pierce  it  with  fuch  anguifh- 
Ch>  'tis  too  much  ! — 1  cannot  bear  the  confiid  ! 


SCENE     VII. 
Tancred,  Osmond,  Sigismunda. 

Osmond,  entering. 
Turn,  tyrant !  turn  !  and  anfwer  to  my  honour. 
For  this  thy  bafe  infufferable  outrage  ! 

Taxcred. 
Infolent  traitor!  think  not  to  efcape 
7  h}  felf  my  vengeance  1     \They  fight.   C(moni/aIh. 
Sigismunda. 

Help  here  !  Help  ! — O  Heavens  ! 
[ThroiMing  hir/clf  Jo^ivn  by  bim^ 
Alas !  my  lord,  what  meant  your  headlong  rage  ? 

That 
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That  faith,  which  I  this  day,  upon  the  altar, 
To  you  <levoted,  is  unbkmilh'd,  pure. 
As  veftal  truth;  was  refolutely  yours. 
Beyond  the  power  of  aught  on  earth  to  fhake  It. 

Osmond. 
Perfidious  woman  !  die  ! 

l^Shortning  his  Jiuord,  he  plunges  it  into  her  hreafi, 

and  to  the  grave 
Attend  a  huflsand,  yet  but  half  aveng'd  ! 

Tancred. 
O  horror  !  horror  !  execrable  villain  ! 

Osmond. 
And,  tyrant  !  thou  i — Thou  fhalt  not  o'er  my  tomb 
Exult— 'Tis  well — 'Tis  great  I — 1  die  content ! — 

[Dies, 


"T  C  E  N   E     VIII. 

Tancred,  Siffredi,  Rodolpho,  Sigis- 
MUNDA,  Laura. 

T  A  V  CR  f:  D . 
\Thrcivit!g  himfelf  doixn  by  Sigifmunda 

Quick!   here  !   bring  aid  ! — All  in  Palermo  bring 

Whofe  ikill  can  fave  her  ! — Ah !  that  gentle  boibra 

Pours  fail  the  Hreams  of  life. 

6 1 G  I  s  M  U  N  D  A  . 

All  aid  is  vain, 

I  feel  the  powerful  hand  of  death  upon  me— • 

K  2  Bit, 
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But,  oh  !  it  fheds  a  Aveetnefs  thro'  my  fate, 
That  I  am  thine  again  ;  and  without  blame. 
May  in  my  Tancred's  arms  refign  my  foul ! 

Ta  N  CRED. 

Oh,  death  is  in  that  voice  !  fo  gently  mild. 
So  fadly  fweet,  as  mixes  even  with  mine 
The  tears  of  hovering  angels  ! — Mine  again  ! 
And  is  it  thus  the  cruel  Fates  have  join'd  us  f 
Are  thefe  the  horrid  nuptials  they  prepare 
For  love  like  ours  ?   Is  virtue  thus  rewarded  ? 
Let  not  my  impious  rage  accufe  juft  Heaven  ! 
Thou,  Tancred  J  Thou  !  haft  murdcr'd  Sigifmunda! 
That  furious  man  was  but  the  tool  of  Fate, 
I,  I  the  caufe ! — But  I  will  do  theejuftice 
On  this  deaf  heart !  that  to  thy  tender  vvifdom 
Refus'd  an  ear — Yes,  death  fliall  foon  unite  us  ! 

Si  g  isml'kda. 
Li\'e,  live,  my  tancred ! — Let  my  death  fufTice 
To  expiate  all  that  may  have  been  amifs. 
May  it  appeafe  the  Fates,  avert  their  fury 
From  thy  propitious  reign  !  Mean-time,  of  me 
And  of  thy  glory  mindful,  live,  i  charge  thee. 
To  guard  our  friends,  and  make  thy  people  happy — 
\Olfer-ving  SitTrediyfA:/  in  ajicyiljhtrmnt  avd grief. 

My  father  ! Oh  !  how  fhall  I  lift  my  eyes 

To  thee  my  finking  father  ! 

SiFFREDI. 

Awful  Heaven  1 
I  am  challis'd My  dearelt  child  ! 

6  SlGtS- 
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Where  am  I  ? 
A  fearful  darkncfs  clofes  all  around — 
My  friends!  We  needs  mujl  part — I  muH  obey 
Th'  imperious  call — Farewel,  my  Laura  !  cheriffi 
My  poor  afRided  father's  age — Rodolpho, 
Now  is  the  time  to  watch  th'  unhappy  king. 
With  all  the  care  and  tendernefs  of  friendOiip— 
Oh  my  tiear  father  !  bov/'d  beneath  the  weight 
Of  age  and  grief — the  viiflim  even  of  virtue. 
Receive  my  laU  adieu  ! — Where  art  thou,  Taiured? 
Give  me  thy  hand — But,  ah  ! — it  cannot  fave  me 
From  the  dire  king  of  terrors,  whofe  cold  power 

Creeps  o'er  my  heart Oh  ! 

Tancred. 
How  thefe  pangs  dirrraiEl  me! 

0  lift  thy  gracious  eyes ; Thou  leav'il  me  then  ! 

Thou  leav'll  me,  SigiJ'munda  ! 

SiGISMUNDA. 

Yet  a  moment—-* 

1  had,  my  Tancred,  fomething  more  to  fay =• 

Yes but  thy  love  and  tendernefs  for  me 

Sure  makes  it  needlefs — Harbour  no  refentment 
Againft  my  father;  venerate  his  zeal. 

That  aifled  from  a  principle  of  goodnefs, 
From  faithful  love  to  thee — Live,  and  maintain 
My  innocence  imbalm'd,  with  holiell  care 

Preferve  my  fpotlefs  memory  ! 1  die-—— • 

ErtBNAL  Mercv  take  my  trembling  foul '. 

K  3  Oh! 
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Oh  !  'tis  the  only  fling  of  death  to  part 
From  thofe  we  love — from  tliee — farewe!,  my  Tuh- 
cred  I  [pits, 

Tancred. 
,  Thus  then  ! 

\F lying  to  his  /tvord,  is  held  hy  R.odolpho. 

RoDOLPHO. 

Hoi  J  !  hold  !  my  lord  !  — Have  you  forgot 
Your  Sigi/T.tutidu''s  lall  requeft  already  ? 

Tancred. 
Off!  fet  me  free  !  Think  not  to  bind  me  down, 
V,^iih  barbarous  friendfhip,  to  the  rack  of  iiie! 
What  hand  can  fhut  the  thoufand  thoufand  gates. 
Which  death  ftill  opens  to  the  woes  of  mortals  ?-— 
J  fhall  find  means — No  power  in  earth  or  heaven 
Can  force  me  to  endure  the  hateful  light, 
Thus  robb'd  of  all  that  lent  irjoy  and  fweetnefs ! 
CfF!   traitors  !  off!  or  my  diftrafted  foal 
Will  burft  indignant  from  this  jail  of  nature. 
To  where  ihe  beckons  yonder — No,  mild  fcraph  .' 

Point  not  to  life 1  cannot  linger  here, 

Cut  off  from  thee,  the  miferable  pity, 

The  fcorn  of  human  kind  ! A  trampled  king  ! 

Who  let  his  mean  poor-hearted  love,  one  moment. 
To  coward  prudence  Hoop  ;  who  made  it  cot 
The  firft  undoubting  adion  of  his  reign. 
To  fnatch  thee  to  his  throne,  and  there  to  fhield  thee. 

Thy  helplefs  bofom  from  a  ruihan's  fury  ! 

O  fliame  !  O  agony  !  O  the  fell  ftings 

Of 
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Of  late,  of  vain  repentance! Ha!  my  brain 

I5  all  on  fire!  a  wild  abjfs  of  thought  ! 
'I  h'  infernal  world  difclofes !  See!  behold  him! 
Lo  !  with  fierce  fmiles  he  fhakes  the  bloody  ileel. 
And    mocks    my    feeble    tears!  —  Hence!    quickly, 

hence  ! 
Spurn  his  vile  carcafs !  give  it  to  the  dogs ! 
Kxpofe  it  to  the  winds  and  fcreaming  ravens! 
Or  hurl  it  down  that  fiery  fteep  to  hell. 
There  with  his  foul  to  tofs  in  flames  for  ever !— — • 
Ah,  impotence  of  rage  ! — What  am  I  r  Where  ? 
Sad,  filent,  all  ?-  The  forms  of  dumb  defpair, 
Around  fome  mournful  tomb  ! — What  do  i  fee  ? 
This  foft  abode  of  innocence  and  love 

'I'urn'd  to  the  houfe  of  death  !  a  placeof  honor ! 

Ah !  that  poor  corfe !  pale !  pale  1  deform'd  with  murder ! 
Is  that  my  Sigifmunda  ! 

[Throivwg  him/elf  doiun  hy  her, 
'   .      Si  ffredi. 
\_After  a  pathetic  paufe,  looking  on  the/cene  before  him» 

Have  I  iiv'd 
To  thefe  enfeebled  years,   by  Heaven  referv'd, 

To  be  a  dreadful  monument  of  juftice  ? 

RodoLpho,  raife  the  king,  and  bear  him  hence 
From  this  dillra.tirig  fcene  of  blood  and  death, 
Alas !  I  dare  not  give  him  my  afliilance; 
My  care  would  only  more  enllame  his  rage. 

Behold  the  fatal  work  of  my  dark  hand. 
That  by  rude  force  the  paflions  would  command, 

K  4  That 


2CO  T  A  N  C  R  E  D,    &c. 

That  ruthlefs  fought  to  root  tliem  from  the  breail ; 
They  may  be  rul'd,  but  will  not  be  oppreft. 
Taught  hence,  ye  parents,  who  from  nature  ftray. 
And  the  great  ties  of  focial  life  betray  ; 
Ne'er  with  your  children  a<5l  a  tyrant's  part : 
'Tis  yours  to  guide,  not  violate  the  heart : 
Ye  vainly  wife,  who  o'er  mankind  prefide, 
Behold  my  righteous  woes,  and  drop  your  pride  ! 
Keep  Virtue's  fimple  path  before  your  eyes, 
Kor  think  from  evil  good  €ati  ever  rife. 


*th  End  of  the  Fifth  M, 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mifs  Budgell. 

^Hamiii'd  to  the  throat  nvith  nvhole/ome  moral  Jfujfj 

Alas  !  poor  audience  !  you  hwve  had  enough, 
TVas  e^jer  haplefs  heroine  of  a  play 
In  fuch  a  piteous  plight  as  ours  to-day  ? 
Was  e'ver  ivoman  Jo  by  love  betrayed? 
J^latch''d  ^th  tivo  hujbandsy  and  yet — die  a  maid. 
But  blefs  tne  ! — hold — What  founds  are  thefe  I  hear  /— 
/  fee  the  Tragic  Mufe  herfelf  appear. 

The  back-fcene  opens,  and  difcovers  a  romantic 
Sylvan  land&ip  ;  from  which  Mrs.  Cibber,  in  thd 
character  of  the  Tragic  Mufe,  advances  flowly  to 
mufic,  and  fpeaks  the  following  lines  : 

Hence  nvith  your  flippant  epilogue,  that  tries 
To  nvipe  the  'virtuous  tear  from  Britifh  eyes ; 
That  dares  my  moral,  tragic  fcene  profane^ 
With  Jlrains — at  bejl,   unfitting,  light  and  vain, 

K  5  Htncl 
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Hence  frcm  the  pure  unfuUfd  beams  that  play 

In  yon  fair  eyes  nvhere  'virtue  pines — Aivay  !  ] 

Britons,  to  you  from  chajie  Caftalian  grcvesy  \ 

Where  d-xvell  the  tender,  rft  unhappy  lo'ves  ; 
Where  Jhades  of  heroes  roam,  each  mighty  navie. 
And  c  ourt  fny  aid  to  rife  again  to  fame  ; 
^0 you  I  come,  to  freedc7n^s  noblejl  featj 
And  in  Britannia  fix  my  laji  retreat. 

In  Greece  and  Rome,  I  ^'atch'd  the  public  ixeal ; 
^he  purple  tyrant  trembled  at  my  _/?.  el  : 
Nor  did  I  lefs  o'er  pri-vate  forro'vjs  reigVy 
And  mend  the  melting  heart  nuith  Jofter  pain. 
On  France  and  You  then  rofe  ?ny  brightningjlafy 
If  ith  focial  ray — The  Arts  are  ne'er  at  ivar, 
O,  as  your  fire  and  genius  fironger  blaze. 
As  yours  are  generous  Freedom'' s  bolder  lays. 
Let  not  the  Gallic  tafie  lea've  yours  behind. 
In  decent  manners  and  in  life  refin'd ; 
Banijb  the  motly  mode,  to  tag  lonv  <verfe, 
The  laughing  ballad  to  the  mcurnful  herfe. 
When  thro"  fi've  aSs  your  hearts  have  learnt  to  glo^iv^ 
Touch' d  Hjuith  the  f acred  force  cf  honeji  nvoe  ; 
O  keep  the  dear  imprejjion  on  your  breajt. 
Nor  idly  lofe  it  for  a  nvretchedjef. 


C  O  R I O- 
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CORIOLANUS. 


TRAGEDY. 


K« 


PROLOGUE. 

Written  by 
The  Hon.  George  Lyttelton,  Efq-, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Qv  i  n. 

T  Come  not  here  your  candour  to  implore 

For  fcenes,  ivho/e  author  is,  alas  !  no  more  j- 
Ile  ivants  no  advocate  his  caufe  to  plead ; 
You  <will  your/elmes  be  patrons  of  the  dead. 
No  party  his  benevolence  conjind. 
No  fed — alike  it  fio^-wd  to  all  mankind. 
He  lo'v'd  his  friends  (forginje  this  g"Jhing  tear  ; 
Alas  !  I  feel  I  am  no  a£lor  here) 
He  loifd  his  friends  n.vith  fuch  a  ^warmth  of  hearty 
So  clear  of  int^ef,  fo  devoid  of  art. 
Such  generous  friendJJjip,  fuch  unjhaken  zeal. 
No  'vjords  can  fpeak  it,  but  our  tears  may  tell, 
O  candid  truth,  O  faith  ivithout  a  fain, 
O  manners  gently  firm^  and  nobly  plain, 
O  fympathizing  lonje  of  others  blifs. 
Where  nioill you  fnd  another  breaji  like  his  ? 
Such  vjas  the  man — the  poet  vj  ell  you  knovj: 

Oft  has  he  touch' d your  hearts  with  tender  ifjoe  : 

Oft 


2o6         PROLOGUE. 

Oft  in  this  cro'wJed  hcufe,  nx'tth  juji  applaufe, 

7'ou  beard  him  tea.  b  fair  Virtue's  pureji  la<^L\:s  ; 

For  his  chafte  mufe  employ'' d  her  hea-o^H't aught  lyre 

None  but  the  nobleji  pajfi-ns  to  infpire. 

Not  one  immoraly  one  corrupted  thought. 

One  line,  ivhi(h  dying  be  ccitla  nxijh  to  bht. 

O' ,  7nny  to-night  your  fa-vourahle  doom 

Another  laurel  add  to  grace  his  tcmb  : 

Whiljl  he.,  fuperior  nc--Lv  to  praife  or  blame. 

Hears  not  the  feeble  'voice  cf  human  fame. 

J~et  if  to  thofe,   nvhcm  moji  en  earth  he  In'v'd, 

From  ^ujho?n  his  pious  care  is  noiv  remo'v^d, 

U  ith  'whom  his  liberal  hand,  and  bounteous  heart. 

Shared  all  his  little  fortune  could  impart  ; 

If  to  thofe  friends  your  kind  regard  Jhall  give 

What  they  no  longer  can  from  his  receii^e^ 

That,  that,  e-ven  nctv.  abo^e yon  Jlarry  pole. 

May  touch  nuith  pUafure  his  immortal  foul. 


The 


The  Perfons  reprefented. 

CaIUS  MaRCIUS  CORIOLANUS,       ^Jr.  ^in. 

Att  tus  TuLLUs,  fjeneral  of  the  7  A/r      n 
,.,,..  '  *  >  Mr.  Ryan, 

yoljcian  army,  j  -^ 

Galf«us,  one  of  the  deputies  cf  ) 

the  Volfcian  ftates  attending  the  >  Mr.  Delane, 

camp,  > 

The  other  Deputies  of  the  Vclfcian 

flates. 
VoLusius     one  of  the  principal  7  j^^_  .    ^^^^ 

yoljcian  orhcers,  j  ■'^ 

TiTu3,  freed-man  of  Gale/us,  Mr.  Ridout. 

Marcus  Minucius,  conful  and  ^ 

principal  of  the  deputation  from  ?  Mr.  Bridgixater. 

Rotne  to  Ccrio'anuSf  j 

PosTHuMusCoMiNius,  aconfulaf  "| 

fenator,  one  of  the  deputation,  {  .,       a    ,    r 

J      ,       .    J    u         .  •       D  >  M  r.  Andirjon. 

and  who  had   been  tne  Roman  I  -^ 

general  at  the  taking  of  Corioli,  J 

Veturia,  mother  of  C(3r/o/fl«.vj,      Mrs.  Wcffington, 
VoLLMNiA,  wife  oi  Coriolanus,         Mifs  Bcilajny, 

Roman  Senators,  Priefts,  Augurs,  ^c.  of  the  firfl  de- 
putation. Rman  Ladies  in  the  tr.iin  of  Veturia 
and  Volurnnia,  of  the  fecond  deputation. 

Volfcian  Officers,  Lictors,  Soldiers,  (sV. 

SCENE,  rhe  Volfcian  Cam^. 


CORIOLANUS 


»^» 


TRAGEDY, 
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^e  Volfcian  Camp* 
Attius  Tullus,  Volusius; 

VOLUSIUS. 

W  Hence  is  it,  Tullus,  that  our  arms  are  ftopt 
Here  on  the  borders  of  the  Roman  ftate? 
Why  fleeps  thatfpirit,  whofe  heroic  ardof 
Urg'd  you,  to  break  the  truce,  and  pour'd  our  holt, 
Fjfom  all  th'  united  cantons  of  the  f^ol/d^ 

On 
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On  their  unguarded  frontier?  Such  defigns 
Brook  not  an  hour's  delay  j  their  whole  fuccefs 
Depends  on  inftant  vigorous  execution. 

Tui  LVS. 

VchiJiuSy  I  approve  thy  brave  impatience  ; 
And  will  to  thee,  in  coniidence  of  friend'liip, 
Dirdofe  my  fecret  fual.     Thou  know'ft  Gale/us, 
Whofe  freedom  Caius  Maicius,  once  his  guelt, 
Cf  all  the  fpoil  of  fack'd  Coricli, 
Alone  demanded  ;  and  who  thence  to  Rome, 
From  gratitude  and  friendlLip,  followed  Marchn  ; 
Whence  lately  to  our  Jnthim  he  rcturn'd. 
With  overtures  of  peace  proposM  by  Rcme^ 

V  0  L  u  s  I  u  s . 
I  know  him  well;  an  antiquated  fage 
Of  that  romantic  fchool  Py/Z-iZg-isr^j 
Eftablifii'd  here  on  our  He/perian  fliore  ; 
Who/c  geritic  dictates  only  ferve  to  tame 
Enfeebled  mortals  into  flaves. 

T'JLLUt. 

Galt/us, 
Doubtlefs,  pofltiTes  many  civil  virtues ; 
Is  gentle,  good  ;  for  redtitude  of  heart. 
And  innocence  of  life  by  all  rever'd. 

VOLUEIUS. 

Pardon  me,  T'ullus,  if  my  faithful  bluntnefs 
Deems  you  too  liberal  in  his  praife.     In  peace 
Such  may  perhaps  do  well,  when  prating  rules 
An  idle  world;  but  in  tempeRuous  times 

They 
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They  are  Hark  naught,  thefe  vifionary  ftatcfinen, 
Fit  rulers  only  for  their  golden  age. 
The  rugged  genius  of  rapacious  Rome 
For  other  men,  and  other  counfels,  calls, 

T  u  L  L  u  s . 
Your  thoughts  are  mine — I  only  meant  to  tell  thee 
The  part  he  bears  in  this  ill-tim'd  delay. 

Soon  as  our  gather'd  army  march'd  from  Antiuttty 
The  Roman  fenate,  whofe  attentive  caution 
Watch  d  all  our  motions,  took  at  once  th'  alarm  ; 
And  Tent  a  herald,  ere  we  pafs'd  their  borders^ 
Vvith  formal  ceremony,  to  demand 
The  caufe  of  our  approach. — Had  I  been  mafier, 
I  would  have  anfwer'd  at  the  gates  oi  Rome. 
But  this  Gale/us,  who  attends  our  camp 
Among  the  Volj'cian  deputies,  fo  pleaded 
The  laws  of  nations,  made  fuch  loud  complaints 
Againlt  th'  infraction  of  the  public  faith, 
So  teaz'd  us  with  the  pedantry  of  ftates. 
That  I  v/as  forc'd,  unwilling,  to  permit 
His  freedman  Titus,  to  be  fent  to  Rome 
With  our  demands.     If  thefe  the  fenate  grants,. 
"VV'e  then  are  in  the  toils  of  peace  entangled. 
In  fpite  of  all  my  efforts  to  avoid  them. 

VOLUSIUS. 

O,  'tis  a  wild  chimera  !  Peace  with  Rome  ! 
Dream  not  of  that,  unlefs  the  Volfcian  courage 
Is  quite  fubdu'd,  and  only  feeks  to  gild 
A  vile  fubmiflion  with  that  fpecious  iiamei 

Learn 
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Learn  vvifdom  from  your  neighbours.  Peace  with  Rome 
Has  quell'd  the  Latines,  tam"d  their  free-born  fpirii. 
And  by  her  friendfiiip  honour'd  them  with  chains. 

Tu  LLU5. 

She  ne'er  will  grant  it  on  the  juft  conditions 
I  now  have  brought  the  Fol/ci  to  demand  : 
The  reffitution  of  our  conquer'd  cities, 
And  fair  alliance  upon  equal  terms. 
I  know  the  Roman  infolence  will  fcorn 
To  yield  to  this  :  and  Titus  muft  return, 
Within  three  days,  the  longefl  term  allow'd  him;; 
Of  which  the  third  is  near  elaps'd  already. 
Then  even  Gale/us  will  not  dare  to  flop  us 
With  fuperftitious  forms,  and  folemn  trifles. 
From  letting  loofe  th'  unbridled  rage  of  war 
Againft  thofe  hated  tyrants  oi  He/peria, 

VOLUSIUS. 

Thanks  to  the  gods !  my  fword  will  then  be  free* 
Then,  poor  Corioli  !  thy  bleeding  wounds. 
Thy  treafures  fack'd,  thy  captive  matrons. 
Shall  amply  be  reveng'd  by  thy  Volujius : 
Then,  Tullus,  from  the  lofty  brows  o^ Marcius 
Thou  may'ft  regain  the  wreaths  his  conquering  hand^ 
By  partial  fortune  aided,  tore  from  thine. 

TuLLUS. 

O  my  Volujius  !  thou,  who  art  a  foldier, 
A  try'd  and  brave  one  too,  fay,  in  thy  heart 
Doft  thou  not  fcorn  me?  thou,  who  faw'ft  me  bend 
Beneath  the  half-^ent  thunder  of  a  {oz^ 

Warm 
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Warm  from  the  conquell  of  Corioli, 

Which,  ruihing  furious  in  with  thofe,  whofe  falJy 

He  had  repeli'd,  he  feiz'd  almoft  alone  j 

And  gave  to  fire  and  fword.     Yet  thence  he  flew. 

Scorning  the  plunder  of  our  richeft  city, 

His  wounds  undreft,  without  a  moment's  refpite. 

To  where  our  armies  on  the  fearful  edge 

Of  battle  Hood  ;  and,  af,cing  of  the  conful 

To  be  oppos'd  to  me,  with  mighty  rage, 

RefilHefs,  bore  us  down. 

VOLUSIUS, 

True  valour,  TuHui, 
Lies  in  the  mind,  the  never-yielding  purpofe. 
Nor  owns  the  blind  award  of  giddy  Fortune. 

TuLLUS. 

My  foul,  my  friend,  my  foul  is  all  on  firel 

Thirft  of  revenge  confumes  me  !   the  revenge 

Of  generous  emulation,  net  of  hatred 

This  happy  Roman,  this  proud  Marcius  haunts  me. 

Each  troubled  night  when  flaves  and  captives  fleep. 

Forgetful  of  their  chains,  I,  in  my  dreams, 

Anew  am  vanquifh'd  ;  and,  beneath  the  fword 

With  horror  finking,  feel  a  tenfold  death, 

The  death  of  honour.     But  1  will  redeem — 

Yes,  Ma  cius^  I  will  yet  redeem  my  fame. 

To  face  thee  once  again  is  the  great  purpofe 

For  which  alone  i  live  — Till  then  how  flow. 

How  tedious  lags  the  time !  while  fname  corrodes  me. 

With  many  a  bitter  thought ;  and  injur'd  honour 

Sick,  and  defponding,  preys  upon  iilelf. 

VOLUSIUS. 
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VOLUS  I  US, 

It  faft  approaches  now,  the  hour  of  vengeance, 
To  this  fiimd  land,  to  ancient  Latiian  due. 
Unbalanc'd  Rome,  at  variance  with  herfelf. 
To  order  loft,  in  deep  and  hot  commotion, 
Stands  on  the  dangerous  point  of  civil  war  ; 
Ker  haughty  nobles,  and  feditious  commons 
Reviling,  fearing,  hating  one  another  : 
V/hile,  on  our  part,  all  wears  a  profperous  face; 
Our  troops  united,  numerous,  high  in  fpirit, 
-As  if  their  gen'ral's  foul  inform'd  them  all. 
O  long-expedled  day  ! 

TuLLUS. 

Go,  brave  Vohifius, 
CjO  breathe  thy  ardor  into  every  breaft, 
That  when  the  Vdfcian  envoy  ihall  return. 
Whom  ere  the  clofe  of  evening  I  expedl. 
One  fpirit  may  unite  us  in  the  caufe 
Of  generous  freedom,  and  our  native  rights, 
bo  long  opprefs'd  by  Romis  encroaching  power. 


SCENE    II. 

TuLLUS  a'one. 
kjalejui  faid  that  Marcius  ftands  tor  conful. 
O  favour  thou  his  fuit,  propitious  Jo-ve  ! 
That  I  may  buave  him  at  his  army's  head, 
Jn  all  the  mnjelly  of  fovejeigii  pow'r  ! 

5  •     That 
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That  the  whole  condudt  of  the  war  may  rell 
On  us  alone,  and  prove  by  its  decifion, 
Which  of  the  two  is  worthieft  to  command 


SCENE    III. 
TuLLUs,  Officer. 

TuLLUS. 

Ha  !  why  this  hafle  ?  you  look  alarm'd. 

Officer. 

My  lord. 
One  of  exalted  port,  his  vifage  hid, 
Has  plac  d  himfelf  upon  your  facred  hearth. 
Beneath  the  dread  protedion  of  your  Lares  j 
And  fits  majeftic  there  in  folemn  filence. 

T  u  t  L  u  s . 
Did  you  not  alk  him  who,  and  what  he  was  ? 

Off  ICER. 

My  lord,  I  could  not  fpeak  ;  I  felt  appall'd. 
As  if  the  prcfence  of  fome  God  had  ftruck  me. 

TuLLUS. 

Come,  daftard  !  let  me  iind  tkis  man  of  terrors. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 

The  back-fcem  opens^   and  difcovers  CoRlOLANUS 
as  defcribed  above. 

CORIOLANUS,    TULLUS. 

TuLLUs,  after fome Jlhnce, 
lUuftrious  ftranger — for  thy  high  demeanour 
Befpeaks  thee  fuch — who  art  thou  ? 

CoRlOLANUS. 

^Rijing  atid  unmuj^ing  kis  face. 
View  me,  Tullus — 
[J/fer  fome  paufe, 
Doll  thou  not  know  me  ? 

Tu  LLUS. 

No.     That  noble  front 
I  never  faw  before.     What  is  thy  name  ? 

Cc  RIOL,.  NOJS. 

Does  not  the  fecret  voice  of  hoftile  inflindl. 
Does  not  thy  fwelling  heart  declare  me  to  thee  ? 

TULLU  S. 

Cods !  can  it  be  ? — 

CORIOLANUS. 

Yes.      I  am  Cains  Marcius  ; 
Known  to  thy  fmarting  country  by  the  name 
Of  Corio/anus,     That  alone  is  left  me. 
That  empty  name,  for  ail  my  toils,  my  fcrvice. 

The 
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The  blood  which  I  have  flied  for  thanklefs  Rorne. 
Behold  me  banilh'd  thence,  a  vidtim  yielded 
By  her  weak  nobles  to  the  maddening  rabble. 
I  feck  revenge.     7hou  may'ii  employ  my  fword, 
Vi^ith  keener  edge,  with  heavier  force  againll  her. 
Than  e'er  it  fell  upon  the  Vulfcian  nation. 
But  if  thou,  Tidlus,  doft  refufe  me  this, 
The  only  wifh  of  my  colleded  heart. 
Where  every  paflion  in  one  burning  point 
Concenters,  give  me  death  :  Death  from  thy  hand 
I  fure  have  well  deferv'd — Nor  fhall  I  blulh 
To  take  or  life  or  death  from  Jitius  TuUus. 

TULLUS. 

0  Caius  Marcius  !  in  this  one  (hort  momerit, 
Thut  we  have  friendly  talk'd,  my  ravil"h'd  heart 
Has  undergone  a  great,  a  wonderous  change. 

1  ever  held  thee  in  my  beft  efteem  ; 
But  this  heroic  confidence  has  won  me, 
Stampt  me  at  once  thy  friend.     I  were  indeed 
A  wretch  as  mean  as  this  thy  truft  is  noble. 
Could  I  refufe  thee  thy  demand —  Yes,  Karcins  ! 
Thou  hart  thy  wifh  !  take  half  of  my  command. 
If  that  be  not  enough,  then  take  the  whole. 
We  have,  my  friend,  a  gallant  force  on  foot. 
An  army,  Marciies,  fit  to  follow  thee. 

Go  lead  them  on,  and  take  thy  full  revenge. 
All  fhould  unite  to  punifli  the  ungrateful. 
Ingratitude  is  treaibn  to  mankind. 

Vol.  IV,  L  Corio- 
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CoaioLANus,  embracing  hhn. 

Thus,  generous  Tullus,  take  a  foldier's  thanlis. 
Who  is  not  pra(fti'>'d  in  the  glofs  of  words — — 
Thou  friend  in  deed '  friend  to  my  caufe,  my  quarrel ! 
Friend  to  the  darling  paffion  of  my  foul ! 
All  elfe  I  fet  at  nought !  —  Immortal  gods  ! 
I  am  new-made,  and  wonder  at  myfelf ! 
A  little  while  ago,  and  I  was  nothing  ; 
A  powerlefs  reptile,  crawling  on  the  earth, 
Curs'd  with  a  foul  that  reftlef^  wifh'd  to  wield 
The  bolts  oi'Jc'ue  !  I  dwelt  in  Erebus, 
I  wander'd  thro'  the  hopelefs  gloom  of  hell. 
Stung  with  revenge,  tormented  by  the  furies ! 
NoA',  T'ullus,  like  a  god,  you  draw  me  thence. 
Throne  me  amidll  the  flcies,  with  tempelt  charg'd, 
And  put  the  ready  thunder  in  my  hand  ! 

TuLLUS. 

What  I  have  promis"d,  Marcius,  I  will  do. 
Within  an  hour  at  fartheft  we  expeft 
The  freedman  oiGakfus  back  from  F.ome^ 
W^ho  carried  to  the  fenate  our  demands. 
Their  anfwer  will,  1  doubt  not,  end  the  truce. 
And  inftant  draw  our  angry  fwords  againil  them. 
Till  then  retire  within  my  inmoft  tent. 
Unknown  to  all  but  me,  that  when  our  chiefs 
Meet  in  full  council  to  declare  for  war, 
1  may  produce  thee  to  their  wondering  eyes. 


As  if  defcended  from  avenging  Heaven 


To 
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To  humble  lofty  Rcme,  and  teach  her  juflice. 

Cor  I OL  AN  us. 
To  thy  direflion,  TuUus,  I  refign 
My  future  life  :  my  fate  is  in  thy  hands  ; 
And,  if  I  judge  aright,  the  fate  oi  Rome, 


The  End  of  the  Firji  ASi, 


A  CT 
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A  C  T     II.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Galesus,  Titus. 

G  A  L  E  S  U  S . 

INDEED  !  my  Titus,  l  had  hopes  that  Romst 
Vext  as  fhe  is  with  her  domeflic  broils, 
Her  frontier  weak,  her  armies  unprepar'd, 
Might  have  comply 'd  with  onr  demands,  and  given  us 
The  fame  alliance  granted  to  the  Latines. 

TlTUS. 

The  fenate  fcarce  would  hear  the  terms  I  oiFer'd  j 
But  order'd  me  to  bear  this  anfwer  back  : 
*'  If  firft  the  Volfci  take  up  arms,  the  Romans 
"  Will  be  the  laft  to  lay  them  down." 
Galesus, 

Alas! 
This  anfvver  Teals  the  doom  of  many  a  wretch, 
Unchain'd  Bellona  from  her  temple  rufhes. 
With  all  the  crimes  and  vices  in  her  train. 
Earth  fades  at  her  approach.     To  rural  peace. 
Fair  plenty,  and  the  focial  joy  of  cities, 
Soon  will  fucceed  rage,  rapine,  devailation, 

3  Each 
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Kach  cruel  horror  farnSlify'd  by  names. 

O  mortals !  mortals !  when  will  you,  content 

With  Nature's  bounty,  that  in  fuller  flow. 

Still  as  your  labours  open  more  its  fourccs,  - 

Abundant  guflies  o'er  the  happy  world; 

When  will  you  banifh  violence,  and  outrage 

To  dwell  with  beafts  of  prey  in  woods  and  deferts  ? 

T  rrt;  s . 
Never  till  Rome  fhall  change  her  conquering  maxims, 

G  A  L  E  s  u  s . 
Her  haughty  fpirit  novv  will  foar  beyond 
Its  ufual  pitch,  upborne  by  Caim  Marcius,^ 
Stands  he  not  for  the  confulate  ? 

TlTUS* 

He  did. 
But  is  no  more  a  citizen  of  Rome» 

Galesus, 
W'hat  mean'H  thou,  Titus  ? 

Titus. 

Marcius  is  from  Rome 
Banlfh'd  for  ever. 

Galesus. 
O  immortal  Powers  I 
Gn  what  pretence  could  they  to  exile  doom 
'^l  heir  wifell  captain,  and  their  braveft  foldier  i 
Nor  lefs  renown'd  for  piety,  for  juftice. 
An  uncorrupted  heart,  and  pureft  manners. 

Titus. 
The  cliarge  againll  him  was  entirely  groundlefs, 

L  3  What 
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What  not  his  enemies  themfelves  believ'd, 
AfFeding  of  tyrannic  power  in  Rome. 
His  real  crime  was  only  fome  hot  words, 
Struck  from  his  fiery  temper,  in  the  fenate, 
Againft  thofe  fatflious  miniflers  of  difcord. 
The  tribunes  of  the  people.     They  to  rage. 
And  frantic  fury,  rous'd  the  mad  plebeians  ; 
By  whom  fupported  in  their  bold  attempt. 
They  durft  prefume  to  fummon  to  the  bar 
Of  an  enrag'd  and  partial  populace, 
The  rnofl  illcllrious  fenator  oi  Rome. 
To  this  the  nobles  yielded — and,  with  his, 
Gave  up  their  own  and  childrcns  rights  for  ever. 

Galesus. 
O  fliameful  weaknefs  in  a  Roman  fenate. 
So  much  renown'd  for  firmnefs !  yet  my  Titus, 
Spite  of  my  love  to  Marcius,  I  muft  own  it, 
"i  he  vigorous  foil  wlipnre  his  heroic  virtues 
Luxuriant  rife,  if  not  with  careful  hand 
Severely  weeded,  teem.s  v/ith  imperfeiTlions. 
His  lofcy  fpirit  brooks  no  oppofition. 
His  rage,  if  once  offended,  knows  no  bounds. 
He  deems  plebeians,  with  patrician  blood 
Compar'd,  the  creatures  of  a  lower  fpecies. 
Mere  menial  hands  by  Nature  meant  to  ferve  him, 

TlTUS. 

It  was  this  high  patrician  pride  undid  him. 
The  furious  people  triumph'd  in  his  ruin 
As  if  they  had  expell'd  another  Targnin  : 

Whils 
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While,  like  a  captive  train,  the  vanquiCh'd  nobles 
Hung  their  deje<aed  heads  in  filent  fliame. 
Marcius  alone  feem'd  unconcern'd  ;  tho'  deep 
The  latent  tempeft  boil'd  within  his  breaft, 
Choak'd  up  and  fnaother'd  with  exceflive  rage. 

Galesus. 
You  were  his  guefl:  at  Rovie,  and  therefore,  TituSf 
Might  on  this  fad  occf.fion  be  permitted 
To  join  your  tears  with  his  domeftie  friends. 
Saw  you  that  moving  fcene  ? 

TiTtJS. 

I  did,    Galcfus, 
I  folio w'd  Marcius  home— His  mother,  there, 
Veturia,  the  moft  venerable  matron 
Thefe  eyes  have  e'er  beheld,  and  foft  Volumniaf 
His  lovely  virtuous  wife  amidll  his  children. 
Spread  on  the  ground,  lay  loft  in  dumb  defpair. 
He  fvvelling  flood  a  while,  and  could  not  fpeak, 
Th'  affronted  hero  ftruggling  with  the  man; 
Then  thus  at  laft  he  broke  the  gloomy  filence  ; 
*'  'Tis  done.     The  guilty  fcntence  is  pronounc'dr 
"  Ungrateful  Borne  has  cail  me  from  her  bofom. 
**  Support  this  blow  with  fortitude  and  courage, 
*'  As  it  becomes  two  generous  Roman  matrons, 
*'  I  recommend  my  children  to  your  care. 
*'  Farewel.     I  go,  I  quit,  without  regret,. 
**  A  city  grown  an  enemy  to  virtue." 

Galesus. 
Oh  godlike  Marcius  !  oh  unconquer'd  flrength 

L  4  And 
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And  cVigrilty  of  mind  !  How  mucli  fuperior 
]s  fuch  a  foul  to  all  the  power  of  Fortune  ! 

Titus. 
This  faid,  he  fternly  try'd  to  break  away: 
When,  holding  in  his  hand  his  eldeft  fon, 
Vtiuria  follow'd  ;  while  the  poor  VoIu7n7iia, 
All  drown'd  in  tears,  and  bearing  in  one  arm 
Their  youngell,  yet  an  infant,  with  the  other 
Hung  clinging  at  his  knees — he,  turning  to  them, 
Half  foften'd,  half  fevcre,  breath'd  from  his  foul 
Thefe  broken  accents — "  Ceafe  your  vain  complaints, 
•*  Mother,  you  have  no  more  a  fon  ;  and  thou, 
*'  Thou  belt  of  women  !  thou,  my  dear  Folumnia  ! 
**  Nomoreahufband." — Pierc'd  with  thefs  dire  words 
Volmnnlff.  lifelefs  funk  :  and  ofr  he  flung, 

-With  wild  precipitation. 

Galesus. 

Thy  fad  tale 

Blinds  my  old  eyes  with  tears — But  whither,  tell  me, 

O  whither,  I'itus,  bent  he  then  his  courfe  ? 

Titus. 

Where  the  blind  genius  of  regardlefs  rage 

And  defperation  led.     On  to  the  gate 

Capena  call'd,  attended  by  the  nobles. 

He  ftalk'd  in  fullen  majelly  along  ; 

Nor  deign'd  a  word.     A  godlike  virtuous  anger 

Beam'd  thro'  his  features,  and  fublim'd  hjs  air. 

With  downcaft  eyes  he  walk'd;  or,  if  afide 

He  chanc'd  to  look,  each  look  was  great  reproach. 

Thus 
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Thus  in  emphatic  filence,  that  made  words 
Void  and  infipid  all,  he  parted  from  them, 
T  he  day  preceding  my  return  from  Rome  ; 
Nor  has  been  heard  of  fmce,  loll  in  th'  abvf»- 
C'f  his  own  woes. 

G  A  L  E  s  u  s . 
O  Mara'us,  noble  Marcius  f 
How  fhall  my  friendfhip  fuccour  thy  diftrefs  ? 
Where  fliall  1  find  thee,  to  partake  thy  forrows,. 
And  make  my  felf  companion  of  thy  exile? 

But,  Titus,  we  indulge  difcourfe  too  long- 
Go,  and  afTemble  thou  the  Volfcian  chiefs, 
Whilll  I  repair  to  Tullusy  to  inform. 
And  bring  him  to  the  council,  there  to  hear 
The  fatal  anfwer  thou  haft  brought  from  R<,me> 


SCENE     II. 
Changes  to  TuLLUs'i- Tl-wf. 

CORIOLANUS,    TULLUS, 
CORIOLANUS, 

Forgive  me,  Tullus,  if  I  count  the  moments 
That  flop  the  purpofe  of  thy  noble  kindnefs,. 
And  keep  me  here  confin'd  in  tame  inadion.- 
Why  lingers  Titus  ? 

L  5  Tullus* 
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TuLLUS. 

Calm  thy  reftlefs  heart, 
Brave  Mardus ;  every  minute  1  expeft  him. 
Soon  frem  the  cloud  that  hides  thee,  (halt  thou  break 
With  double  brightnefs ;  foon  thy  fiery  rage 
Shall  wither  all  the  ftrength  and  pride  of  Rome, 

CORIOLANUS. 

0  righteous  yo-ve,  proteftor  of  the  injur'd  ! 
If  from  my  earlieft  youth,  with  pious  awe, 

1  fcill  have  reverenc'd  thy  all-powerful  jufiice. 
Still  by  her  facred  didates  rul'd  my  aflions  j 
O  let  that  julHce  now  fupport  my  caufe, 

And  arm  my  firong  right-hand  with  all  her  terrors  • 
When  that  is  done,  be  life  or  death  my  lot. 
As  thy  almighty  pleafure  fnall  determine, 

[Efiter  an  Officer  to  TuIIus, 
Officer. 
My  lord,  Gale/us  afks  admittance  to  you. 

TuLLUS. 

Marcius,  retire  an  inllant,  till  I  hear 

The  bufmefs  brings  him  hither-r-Bid  him  enter. 

\Exit  CiKcer  and  Coriolanus» 
\Enter  Galefus* 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

TuLLus,  Galesus*. 

G  A  L  E  S  U  S  . 

Tullus,  tlie  Roman  fenatc  has  return'd 
No  other  anfwer,  to  our  late  demands. 
But  abfolute  denial  and  defiance. 

TuLLUS. 

It  is  what  I  expefled — We  fhall  teach  them 

Kvi  humbler  language  foon — Haft  thou  afiemblecTy 

As  I  deHr'd,  the  Voljcian  chiefs  in  council? 

Galesus. 
Titus  is  gone  to  fummon  their  attendance; 

TuLLUS. 

It  is  enough— Come  forth,  my  noble  gueft  T 
And  fliew  Gale/us  how  the  gods  affift  us» 


SCENE    I\^. 
Cqriolanus,  Tullus,,  Galesus* 

Galesus. 
O  my  aRonifli'd  foul ;  what  do  I  fee  ?' 
Wliat  !   Cuius  Marcius  !  Cuius  Marciiis  here^ 
Beneath  one  tent  with  Tullus  P 

L  6  'V'vzi^MSy 
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TULLUS. 

Ay,  and  more. 
With  TuHus,  now  his  friend  and  fellow-foldier. 
Yes,  thou  fliak  fee  him  thundering  at  the  head 
Of  Volfcian  armies,  he,  who  oft  has  carry'd 
Deftruftion  thro'  their  ranks — Your  leave  a  moment 
While  to  our  chiefs,  and  fathers,  I  announce 
1  heir  unexpedled  gueft. 


SCENE     V. 

CORIOLANUS,    GaLESUS. 
CORIOLANVS. 

Thou  good  old  man! 
Clofe  let  me  ftrain  thee  to  my  faithful  heart. 
Which  now  is  doubly  thine,  united  more 
By  the  protection  which  thy  country  gives  me. 
Than  by  o«r  former  friendfhip. 
Galesus. 

Strange  event ! 
This  Is  thy  work,  almighty  Providence  I 
Whofe  power,  beyond  the  ftretch  of  human  thought, 
Revolves  the  orbs  of  empire  ;  bids  them  fink 
Deep  in  the  deadning  night  of  thy  difpleafure. 
Or  rife  najellic  o'er  a  wondering  world. 
The  gods  by  thee — 1  fee  it,  Ccriolanus, — 
Mean  to  exalt  us,  and  deprefs  the  Romans. 

CORIO* 
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CORIOLANUS. 

Gak/us,  yes,  the  gods  have  fent  me  hither; 
Thofe  righteous  gods,  who,  when  vindiftive  juRice 
Excites  them  to  dellroy  a  worth lefs  people, 
Make  their  own  crimes  and  follies  ftrike  the  blow. 

Galesus. 
Cherilh  thefe  thoughts,  that  teach  us  what  we  are, 
And  tame  the  pride  of  man.     There  is  a  power 
Unfeen  that  rules  th'  illimitable  world. 
That  guides  its  motions,  from  the  bn'ghteft  ftar. 
To  the  leaft  dufl  of  this  fin-tainted  mold; 
While  man,  who  madly  deems  himfelf  the  lord 
Of  all,  is  nought  but  weaknefs  and  dependance. 
This  facred  truth,  by  fure  experience  taught. 
Thou  muil  have  learnt,  when,  wandering  all  alone, 
Each  bird,  each  infecl,  flitting  thro'  the  Iky, 
Was  more  fufficient  for  itfelf,  than  thou  — — 
Ah  the  full  image  of  thy  v/oes  diflblves  me  ! 
The  pangs  that  mull  have  torn,  at  parting  from  thee. 
Thy  mother  and  thy  wife.     I  cannot  think 
Of  that  fad  fcene,  without  fome  drops  of  pity  ! 

CORIOLANL'S. 

Who  was  it  forc'd  me  to  that  bitter  parting  ? 
Who,  in  one  cruel,  hally  moment,  chas'd  me 
From  wife,  from  children,  friends,  and  houfhold  gods. 
Me  !  who  fo  often  had  protected  theirs  ? 
Who,  from  the  facred  city  of  my  fathers, 
Drove  me  with  Nature's  commoners  to  dwell. 
To  lodge  beneath  their  wide  unfheltered  roof, 
And  at  their  table  feed?  O  blaft  me,  gods! 

With 
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With  ev'ry  woe  !  debility  of  mind, 
Difhonour,  juft  contempt,  and  palfy'd  weaknefs. 
If  I  forgive  the  villains  !  yes,  Gale/us, 
Yes,  I  will  offer  to  the  Powers  of  vengeance 
A  great,  a  glorious  viiSlim — a  whole  city  !— - 
Why,  Tullus,  this  delay  I 

Galesus^ 

May  CoriolatiuF 
Be  to  the  Vol/cian  nation,  and  himfelf. 
The  dread,  the  godlike  inflrument  of  juilice  ! 
But  let  not  rage  and  vengeance  mix  their  rancour  ? 
Let  them  not  trouble  with  their  fretful  Itorm, 
Their  angry  gleams,  that  azure,  where  enthron'd. 
The  calm  divinity  of  Juftice  fits. 
And  pities,  while  fhe  punifhes,  mankind, 

CORIOLANUS. 

What  faidft  thou  ?    What,  againfl  the  Powers  oF 

vengeance ? 
The  gods  gave  honeO:  Anger,  jufl  Revenge, 
To  be  the  awful  guardians  of  the  rights 
And  native  dignity  of  human  kind. 

0  were  it  not  for  them,  the  faucy  world 
Would  grow  a  noifome  neft  of  little  tyrants ! 
Each  carrion  crow,  on  eagle  merit  perch'd, 
Would  peck  his  eyes  out,  and  the  mung^ril  cur 
At  pleafare  bait  the  Hon — No,  Gale/us, 

1  would  not  rafhly,  nor  on  light  occafion, 
Receive  the  deep  iraprelTion  in  my  breaft  ; 
But  when  the  bafe,  the  brutal  and  unjuft, 

Off 
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Or  worfe  than  all,  th'  ungrateful,  flamp  it  there; 

O  [  will  then,  with  luxury  fupreme, 

Enjoy  the  pleafure  of  offended  gods, 

A  righteous,  juft  revenge  ! — Behold  my  foul. 

[Efiter  an  Officer. 

Officer. 
My  lords,   th'  alTembled  chiefs  defire  your  prefence, 

G  A  L  E  s  u  s . 
Come,  noble  Marcius ;  let  my  joyful  hand 
Conduft  thee  thither — Doubt  not  thy  reception 
Will  be  proportion'd  to  thy  fame  and  merit. 


SCENE    VT. 

The  lack-fcene  opens^  and  d'l [covers  the  deputies  of  the 
Volfcian  States^  ajjembled  in  council.  They  rife  and 
falute  Corioianus  j  then  refume  their  places. 

Galesus,  TulluSj  C0RIOLANUS5  Senators* 

G  A  L  E  S  U  S  . 

Aflembled  ftates,  and  captains  of  the  Volfd, 
Behold  the  chief  fo  much  renown'd  in  war; 
Our  once  fo  formidable  foe,  but  now 
Our  proffer'd  friend  and  foldier — Caius  Marctu$-; 

I  ft  Senator, 
We  give  him  hearty  welcome  from  our  fouls. 

Co  RIO* 
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CORIOLAKUS. 

Moft  nobie  chiefs,  and  fathers  of  the  Vol/ci,. 

I  need  not  fay,  how  by  the  people's  rage. 

And  the  poor  weaknefs  of  the  timid  nobles, 

I  am  expell'd  from  Rome.     Had  I  confin'd 

My  wifties  merely  to  a  fafe  retreat. 

Some  Latine  city  might  have  given  me  that ; 

Or  any  namelefs  corner.     What  imports  it, 

Where  a  tame  patient  exile  rots  in  filence  ? 

But,  Voljcian  lords,  permit  me  to  declare, 

I  would  at  once  cut  lliort  my  ufelefs  days. 

Rather  than  be  that  defpicable  wretch, 

Who  neither  can  take  vengeance  on  his  foes, 

Nor  ferve  his  friends.     That  is  my  temper,  chiefs. 

rihall  be  glad  to  merit,  by  my  fword, 

Th'  afylum  which  I  feek  among  the  Volfci. 

'Rome  is  our  common  foe  :  Then  let  us  join 

Our  common  fufferings,  paflions,  and  refentments^ 

Yes,  tho'  but  one,  1  bring  fo  many  wrongs, 

So  large  a  (hare  of  powerful  enmity, 

Into  the  war^  as  gives  me  the  prefumption. 

To  offer  to  the  Volfcian  ftates  th'  alliance 

Even  of  my  fingle  arm." 

TULLUS. 

That  fingle  arm 
Is  in  itfelf  a  numerous  army,  Marcius  ; 
The  Volfcians  fo  efleem  it — But  proceed. 

CORJOLANUS. 

I  will  not  mention,  Fol/cian  chiefs,  what  talent 

The 
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The  world  allows  me  to  pofiefs  In  war : 
But  be  that  what  it  will,  you  may  employ  it. 
Soldier,  or  captain,  in  whatever  ilation 
You  place  me,  I  will  lofe  each  drop  of  blood. 
Or  with  this  hand  I'll  fix  the  Vol/dan  ftandard 
On  the  proud  towers  of  capitolian  "jcve. 

TuLLUS, 

Chiefs  of  tlie  Volfcian  league  I  give  you  joy 

Of  our  new  citizen,  the  noble  Marcius. 

The  genius  of  the  Volfcian  ftate  has  fent  him. 

Whetted  by  wrongs  into  a  keener  hatred 

Than  that  we  bear  to  Rome,     It  were  contemning, 

With  impious  felf-fufficient  arrogance 

This  bounty  of  the  gods,  not  to  accept. 

With  every  mark  of  honour,  of  his  fervice. 

I,  Volfcians,  I,  even  Attius  Tullus,  give, 

Firfl  of  you  all,  my  voice,  that  Caius  Marcius 

Be  now  recelv'd.  to  high  command  among  us ; 

That  inftantly  we  do  appoint  him  general 

Of  half  our  troops,  which  here,  with  your  confent, 

I  to  him  yield.—  Speak,  chiefs,  is  this  your  pleafure? 

ift  Senator. 
It  is, — We  give  unanimous  confent. 

Tullus,  embracing  him . 
Marcius,  I  joy  to  call  thee  my  companion. 
And  collegue  in  this  war. 

CORIOLAKUS. 

By  all  the  gods  ! 
Thou  art  the  generous  viclor  of  my  foul ! 

Ycsj 
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Ves,  Tullus,  I  am  conquer'd  by  thy  virtue, 

Galesus. 
1  ho'  I  have  eft,  on  great  occafions,  Tullus^ 
Beheld  thee  in  the  fenate,  and  the  field, 
Cover'd  with  glory  ;  yet,  I  muft  avov/, 
I  never  faw  thee  fl-.ew  fuch  genuine  greatnefs. 
Such  true  fublimity  offoul,  as  now. 
To  fcorn  th'  all-powerful  charm  of  fclfifli  pafiions> 
Chiefly  the  dazzling  pride  of  emulation. 
That  noble  weaknefs  of  heroic  minds. 
To  fink  thyfelf  that  thou  may 'ft  raife  thy  country  j. 
To  put  the  fvvord  into  thy  rival's  hand, 
And  twine  thy  promis'd  laurels  round  his  brow— - 

0  'tis  a  flight  beyond  the  higheft  point 
Of  martial  glory  !  and  what  few  can  reach. 
Go  forth,  ye  chofen  minifters  of  juftice  ; 
And  may  that  awful  Power,  whofe  fecret  hand 
Sways  all  our  paffions,  turns  our  partial  views 
All  to  its  own  dread  purpofes,  attend  you  1 

CORIOLANUS. 

1  burn  to  enter  on  the  glorious  tafk 

You  now  have  mark'd  me  out.     Kow  flow  the  timiri 
To  the  warm  foul,  that,  in  the  very  inftant 
It  forms,  would  execute,  a  great  defign. 
'Tis  my  advice  we  march  direft  to  Rome  j 
We  cannot  be  too  quick.     Let  the  firft  dawn 
See  us  in  bright  array  before  her  walls. 
Perhaps  when  they  behold  their  exile  there, 
Back'd  by  your  force,  fome  confcious  hearts  among 
them 

May- 
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May  feel  di'  alarm  of  guilt. 

TiJ  I,LUS. 

I  much  approve 
Of  this  advice.     'Tis  what  I  thought  before. 
Ere  ftrengthcn'd,  Marciusy  by  thy  mighty  arm  : 
But  now  'tis  doubly  right.      Here,  Volfcian  chiefs >, 
Here  let  our  council  terminate — The  troops 
Have  had  repofe  fufficient.     Strait  to  Rome 
Come,  let  us  urge  our  march — As  yet  the  flars 
Ride  in  their  middle  watch;  we  (hall  with  eafe. 
Reach  it  by  dawn 

CORIOLANUS. 

Yes,  we  have  time — too  muchl 
Six  tedious  hours  till  morn — But  hence  !  away  I 
My  foul  on  fire  anticipates  the  dawn. 


the  End  of  ths  Suond  Aa,. 


hCT 


236        C  O  III  O  L  A  N  U  S. 


ACT    III.     SCENE     I, 

CORIOLAKUS,    TULLUS,    VoLUSIUS,    TiTUS, 

iviih  a  crowd  of  YoMcvAW  officer St    Acclaraatlons, 
behind  the  fcenes. 

CORIOLANUS, 

O  more — I  merit  not  this  lavifh  praife. 

True,  we  have  driven  the  Reman  legions  back. 
Defeated,  and  dilgrac'd — But  what  is  this  ? 
Nothing,  ye  Volfci,  nothing  yet  is  done. 
We  but  begin  the  wonderous  leaf  of  (lory, 
That  marks  the  Roman  doom.     At  length  it  dawns. 
The  deftin'd  hour,  that  eafes  of  their  fears 
The  nations  round,  and  fets  He/peri  a  free. 
Come  on,  my  brave  companions  of  the  war  ! 
Come,  let  us  finilh  at  one  mighty  flroke 
This  toil  of  labouring  fate. — We  will,  or  perlfli ! 
While,  noble  Tidlia,  you  protedl  the  camp, 
I,  with  ray  troops,  all  men  of  chofen  valour, 
And  well-approv'd  to-day,  will  florm  the  city. 

Titus, 
Beneath  thy  animating  condud,  Marcius, 

What 
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Whit  can  the  Voljclan  valour  not  perform  ? 
Thy  very  fight  and  voice  fubdues  the  Romans. 
When,  lifting  up  your  helm,  you  flievv'd  your  face. 
That  like  a  comet  glar'd  deftrudion  on  them, 
I  faw  their  braveft  veterans  fly  before  thee. 
Their  ancient  fpirit  has  with  thee  forfook  them. 
And  ruin  hangs  o'er  yon  devoted  walls. 

^Efifer  an  Officer,  tuho  addreJJ'es  him/elf 
to  Coriolanus. 
Officer, 
My  lord,  a  herald  is  arriv'd  from  Rome, 
To  fay,  a  deputation  from  the  fenate. 
Attended  by  the  minifters  of  Heaven, 
A  venerable  train  of  priells  and  flamens, 
I3  on  the  way,  addrefs'd  to  you. 
Coriolanus. 

To  me ! 
What  can  this  meflage  mean ! — Stand  to  your  arms, 
•  Ve  Vclj'cian  troops ;  and  let  thefc  Romans  pafs 
Betwixt  the  lowring  frown  of  double  files. 
What !  do  they  think  me  fuch  a  milky  boy. 
To  pay  my  vengeance  with  a  few  foft  words, 
Oome,  fellow  foldiers,  Tullus,  come,  and  fee. 
If  1  betray  the  honours  you  have  done  me. 

\Goes  cut  "jjith  a  train  0/"  Volfcian  cffcei's^. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IT. 

TuLLUS,  VoLUsius,  tvho  remain, 

Vo  L  u  s  I  u  s ,  after  feme  flence. 
Are  we  not,  Tullus,  failing  in  our  duty 
Not  to  attend  our  general  ? 

Tullus. 

How  !  what  faidft  thou  ? 

VOLUSIUS. 

Methought,  my  lord,  his  parting  orders  were. 
We  fhould  attend  the  triumph  now  preparing 
O'er  all  his  foes  at  once — Romans  and  Folfci  ! 
Come,  we  fhall  give  offence, 
Tullus. 

Of  this  no  more. 
I  pray  thee  fpare  thy  bitter  irony. 

V  o  L  i;  s  1  u  s . 
Shall  I  then  fpeak  v/ithout  difguife  ? 

Tullus. 

Speak  out 
With  all  the  honeft  bluntnefs  of  a  friend, 
Think'il  thou  I  fear  the  truth  ? 

VOLUSIUS. 

Then,  Tullus,  know, 
Thou  art  no  more  the  general  of  the  Vofci, 
Thou  haft,  by  this  thy  generous  weaknefs,  funk 
Thyfelf  into  a  private  man  o^  Aittium, 
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Yes,  thou  haft  taken  from  thy  laurel'd  brow 
The  well-earn'd  trophies  of  thy  toils  and  perils. 
Thy  fpringing  hopes,  the  faireft  ever  budded. 
And  hcap'd  them  on  a  man  too  proud  before. 

TuLLUS. 

He  bears  it  high. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Death  and  perdition  f  high  ! 
With  uncontroul'd  command  !  —  Vou  fee,  already. 
He  will  not  be  encumber'd  with  the  fetters 
Cf  our  advice.     He  fpeaks  his  fovereign  will  ; 
Cn  every  hand  he  iflues  out  his  orders. 
As  to  his  natural  Haves. — For  you,  my  lord, 
He  has,  I  think,  confin'd  you  to  your  camp. 
There  in  inglorious  indolence  to  languilh  j 
While  he,  beneath  your  blafled  eyes,  Ihall  reap 
The  harveft  of  your  honour. 

Tu  LLUS. 

No,  Vclufais, 

^Vhatever  honour  fhall  by  him  be  gain'd 
Reverts  to  me,  from  whofe  fuperior  bounty 
He  drew  the  means  of  all  his  glorious  deeds. 
This  mighty  chief,  this  conqueror  oi Rome 
Is  but  my  creature.- 

VOLUSIUS. 

Wretched  felf-delufion  ; 
He  and  the  Volfdans  know  he  is  thy  mafrer. 
He  acts  as  fuch  in  ail  things. — Now  hy  Mars^ 
Could  my  abhorrent  foul  endure  the  thought 

Of 
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Cf  {looping  to  a  Roman  chief,  [  here 
Would  leave  thee  in  thy  folitary  camp, 
And  go  where  glory  calls. 

TuLLUS, 

Indeed,  Vohjius, 
I  did  expe£l  more  equal  treatment  from  him. 
But  what  of  that  ? — The  generous  pride  of  virtue 
Difdains  to  weigh  too  nicely  the  returns 
Her  bounty  meets  with — Like  the  liberal  gods. 
From  her  own  gracious  nature  flie  bellows. 
Nor  Hoops  to  aflc  reward — Yet  muft  I  own, 
1  thought  he  would  net  have  fo  focn  forgot 
What,  he  fo  lately  was,  and  what  I  am. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Gods  !  knew  ye  not  his  character  before  > 
Did  you  not  know  his  genius  was  to  yours 
Averfe,  as  are  antipathies  in  nature? 
tfigh,  over-weening,  t)'rannouny  proud, 
And  only  fit  to  hold  command  o"er  flaves  ? 
Kence,  as  repugnant  to  that  equal  life, 
Which  is  the  quickening  foul  of  all  republics, 
The  Roman  people  caft  him  forth  ;  and  we. 
Shall  we  receive  the  bane  of  their  repofe, 
.Into  our  breail  ?  Are  we  lefs  free  than  they? 
Or  ihall  we  be  more  patient  of  a  tyrant  ? 

TuLLUS. 

All  this  I  knew.     But  while  his  imperfeiSlions 
Are  thy  glad  theme,  thou  halt  forgot  his  virtues, 

VOLU- 
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VOLUSIUS. 

I  leave  that  fubjeft  to  the  fmooth  Gale/us, 
And  thefe  his  Volfcian  flatterers — His  virtues  ! 
Trufl  me  there  is  no  infolence  that  treads 
So  hioh  as  that  which  rears  itfelf  on  virtue. 

TULLUS. 

Well,  be  it  fo — I  meant,  that  even  his  vices 
•Should,  on  this  great  occafion,  ferve  the  Fol/ci, 

VOLOSIUS. 

Confufion !  there  it  is  !  there  lurks  the  fling 
Of  oar  difhonour!  while  this  Marcius  leads 
The  Roman  armies,  ours  are  driven  before  him. 
Behold,  he  changes  fides  ;  when  v.ith  him  changes 
The  fortune  of  the  war.     Strait  they  grow  Folfci 
And  we  viftorious  Remans — Such,  no  doub,t. 
Such  is  his  feci'et  boaft — Ay,  this  vile  brand 
Succefs  itfelf  will  fix  for  ever  on  us  ; 
And,  Tullus,  thou,  'tis  thou  muft  anfwer  for  It. 

TuLLUS  ajide. 
His  words  are  daggers  to  my  heart ;  I  feel 
I'heir  truth,  but  am  afham'd  to  own  my  folly. 

VOLUSIUS. 

O  Ihame  !  O  infamy  !  the  thought  confumes  me. 
It  fcalds  my  eyes  with  tears,  to  fee  a  Roman 
Borne  on  our  Ihoulders  to  immortal  fame  : 
Juft  in  the  happy  moment  that  decided 
T  he  long  difpute  of  ages,  that  for  which 
Our  generous  anceflors  had  toil'd  and  bled. 
To  fee  him  then  Hep  in  and  Heal  our  glory  ! 

Vol.  IV.  M  O  that 
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0  that  we  firfl:  had  periih'd  all .'  A  people, 
Who  cannot  find  in  their  own  proper  force 
Their  own  proteftion,  are  not  worth  the  faving ! 

TULLUS. 

It  muft  have  way  !  I  will  no  more  fupprefs  it — 

Know  then,  my  rough  old  friend,  no  lefs  than  thee 
His  condud  hurts  me  and  upbraids  my  folly. 

1  wake  as  from  a  dream.     What  demon  mov'd  me? 
What  doating  generofity  ?  his  woes. 

Was  it  his  woes !  To  fee  the  brave  reduc'd 

To  trufc  his  mortal  foe  ?  perhaps,  a  little 

That  work'd  within  my  bofom— But,  Folujjus, 

That  was  not  all— 1  will  to  thee  confefs 

The  weaknefs  of  my  heart — Yes,  it  was  pride. 

The  dazzling  pride  to  fee  my  rival- warrior 

The -great  Coriolanus,  bend  his  foul, 

His  haughty  foul,  to  fue  for  my  proteclion. 

Protedion  faid  I?  were  it  that  alone, 

I  had  been  bafe  to  have  refus'd  him  that. 

To  have  refus'd  him  aught  a  gallant  foe 

Owes  to  a  gallant  foe. — But  to  exalt  him 

To  the  fame  level,  nay,  above  myfelf; 

To  yield  him  the  command  of  half  my  troops, 

The  choiceft  ading  half — That,  that  was  madnefs ! 

Was  weak,  was  mean,  unworthy  of  a  man  ! 

VOLUSIUS. 

I  fcorn  to  flatter  thee — It  was  indeed. 

TuLLUS. 

Curfe  on  the  flave  Gale/us  !  foothing,  he 

I  Seiz'd 
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Seiz'd  the  fond  moment  of  Infatuation, 

And  clinch'd  the  chains  my  generous  folly  forg'dc 

How  fhall  I  from  this  labyrinth  efcape  ? 

Muft  It  then  be  !  what  cruel  genius  dooms  me. 

In  war  or  peace  to  creep  beneath  his  fortune  ? 

VOLUSIUS. 

That  genius  Is  thyfelf.     If  thou  canft  bear 
The  very  thought  of  Hooping  to  this  Roman, 
Thou  from  that  moment  art  his  vafial,  Tullus% 
By  that  thou  doft  acknowledge,  parent  Nature 
Has  form'd  him  thy  fuperior.     But  If  fix'd 
Upon  the  bafe  of  manly  refolutlon. 
Thou  fay'ft — I  will  be  free  !  1  will  command! 
I  and  my  country  !  then — O  never  doubt  It — 
We  fhall  find  means  to  crufh  this  vain  Intruder  % 

Even  I  myfelf — this  hand 

Nay,  hear  me,  Tullus, 
'Tis  not  yet  come  to  that,  that  laft  refource. 
I  do  not  fay  we  (hould  employ  the  dagger. 
While  other,  better  means  are  In  our  power. 

TULLUS. 

No,  my  VoluJiuSf  Fortune  will  not  drive  us. 
Or  1  am  much  deceiv'd,  to  that  extrem.e; 
We  (hall  not  "want  the  ftrongeft  faireft  plea. 
To  give  a  folemn  fanftion  to  his  fate. 
He  will  betray  himfelf.     Whate'er  his  rage 
Of  pafiion  talks,  a  weaknefs  for  his  country 
Sticks  In  his  foul,  and  he  is  Hill  a  Ronjan. 
Soon  fliall  we  fee  him  tempted  to  the  brink 

M  2  Of 
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Of  this  fure  precipice — Then  down,  at  once. 
Without  remorfe,  we  hurl  him  to  perdition  ! 
But  hark  !  the  trumpet  calls  us  to  a  fcene 
I  ftiould  deteft,  if  not  from  hope  we  thence 
May  gather  matter  to  mature  our  purpofe. 


SCENE    iir. 

^he  hach-fcene  opens^  and  d'lfccvers  Coriolanus  fit- 
ting  on  his  tribunal,  attended  hy  Jns  li^ors,  and  a 
croud  ^  Volfcian  officers.  Files  of  troops  drawn 
up  on  either  hand.  In  the  depth  of  the  fcene  ap- 
pear the  deputies  from  the  Komnn  fenate,  M.  Mi- 
nucius,  Pofthumus  Cominius,  Sp.  Lartius,  P. 
Pinnarius,  and  Q.  Sulpitius,  all  confular  fena- 
tors,  who  had  been  his  mofi  zealous  friends  And 
behind  them  march  the  priejls,  the  facrificers,  the 
augurs,  and  the  guardians  of  the  facred  things^ 
urefi  in  their  ceremonial  habits.  Thefe  advance 
Jlou'ly  betwixt  the  files  of  foldiers,  under  arms. 
As  Tullus  enters,  Coriolanus  rifmg  falutes  him* 

Coriolanus, 
Here,  noble  Tullus,  fit,  and  judge  my  conduft; 
Nor  /pare  to  check  me,  if  I  aft  amifs. 

Tullus. 
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TULLUS. 

Marcius,  the  Voljcian  fate  is  in  thy  hands. 
[Corioianus  is  feated again,  and  Tullus  places  himfelf 
upon  a  tribunal  on  his  left  hand.     Mean  time  the 
Roman  deputies  advance  up  to  Corioianus  and  fa- 
lute  him,  luhich  he  returns. 

Cor  ioL ANUS. 
V.hat,  Remans,  from  the  generals  of  the  Volfcl 
Is  your  demand  ? 

MiNucius. 
O  Corioianus,  Rome, 
Nurfe  of  thy  tender  years,  thy  parent-city. 
Her  fenators,  her  people,  priefts,  and  augurs,. 
Her  every  order  and  degree,  by  us. 
Thy  ever- zealous,  llill  unfnaken  friends. 
Sue  in  the  moft  pathetic  terms  i:ix  peace. 
And  if  in  this  conftrain'd,  we  from  our  maxim. 
Never  to  afk  but  give  it,  mull  depart ;  . 
It  is  fome  confolation,  in  the  Rate 
To  which  thou  hall  by  thy  fuperior  valour 
Reduc'd  us,  that  we  afk  it  from  a  Roman, 

CoR  lOLANUS. 

I  was  a  Roman  once,  and  thought  the  name 
Was  not  difhonour'd  by  me  ;  but  i:  pleas'd 
Your  lords,  the  mob  of  Rome^  to  take  it  from  me  j 
Nor  will  I  now  receive  it  back  again. 

Ml  NUCIUS. 

The  name  thou  mayft  rejefl,  but  canH  not  throw 
The  duties  from  thee  which  that  name  imports ; 

M  3  iBdiC- 
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Indiflbluble  duties,  bound  upon  thee 
By  the  ftrong  hand  of  Nature,  and  confirm'd 
By  the  dread  fanftion  of  all-ruling  Jo-ve. 
Then  hear  thy  country's  fupplicating  voice  ; 
By  all  thofe  duties  I  conjure  thee  hear  us. 

CoRIOLANUS. 

Well — I  will  hear  thee ;  fpeak,  declare  thy  meflage, 

Mfnucius. 
Give  peace,  give  healing  peace,  to  two  brave  nations, 
Fatigu'd  with  war,  and  fick  of  cruel  deeds ! 
To  carry  on  deftruftion's  eafy  trade, 
i\ffli£t  mankind,  and  fcourge  the  world  with  war> 
Js  what  each  wicked,  each  ambitious  man, 
Who  lets  his  furious  pafiions  loofe,  may  do ; 
But  in  the  flattering  torrent  of  fuccefs, 
To  check  his  rage,  and  drop  th'  avenging  fword, 
Wnien  a  repenting  people  afk  it  of  him. 
That  is  the  genuine  bounty  of  a  god. 
Then  urge  no  farther  this  your  juft  refentment ; 
Which,  injur'd  as  you  are,  you  needs  mult  feel. 
But  never  ought  to  carry  into  adtion, 
j'^gainrt  your  facred  country  ;  whence  you  drew 
Your  life,  your  virtues,  every  mortal  good, 
That  very  valour  you  employ  againft  her. 
Stop,  Coriolanus,  ere,  beyond  retreat. 
You  plunge  yourfelf  in  crimes.     To  the  fierce  joy 
Of  vengeance  pufli'd  to  barbarous  excefs, 
Repentance  will  fucceed,  and  fickning  horror. 
Confider  too  the  llippery  Hate  of  fortune. 

The 
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The  gods  take  pleafure  oft,  when  haughty  mortals 
On  their  own  pride  ereft  a  mighty  fabric. 
By  flighteft  means,  to  lay  their  towering  fchemes 
Low  in  the  duft,  and  teach  them  they  are  nothing. 
Return,  thou  virtuous  Roman  !  to  the  bofom 
Of  thy  imploring  country.     Lo  !  her  arms 
She  fondly  fpreads  to  take  thee  back  again. 
And  by  redoubled  love  efface  her  harfhnefs. 
Return,  and  crown  thee  with  the  nobleft  wreathe 
Which  glory  can  beftow — the  palm  of  mercy  ! 

CoRIOLANUS. 

Marcus  Minucius^  and  ye  other  Romans^ 
Refpe£led  fenatcrs,  and  holy  flamens, 
Attend,  and  take  to  your  demand  this  anfwer: 

Why  court  you  me,  the  fervant  of  the  Volfci? 
It  is  to  them  that  you  muft  bend  for  peace. 
Which  on  thefe  only  terms  they  will  accord  you. 
"  Rellore  the  conquer'd  lands,  your  former  wars 
*'  Have  ravifh'd  from  them  :  from  their  towns  and 

cities, 
*'  Won  by  your  arms,  withdraw  your  colonics ; 
**  And  to  the  full  immunities  oi  Rome 
**  Frankly  admit  them,  as  you  have  the  Latines.^* 
Then,  Romans,  ye  have  peace,  and  not  till  then  !    - 
If  thefe  are  terms  which  fuit  not  your  ambition. 
They  fuit  the  Hate  to  which  the  Vd/cian  arms 
Have  now  reduc'd  you — We  have  learn'd  from  Romz 
To  ufe  our  fortune,  and  command  the  vanquifti'd. 

TuLLUS  ajide. 
Death  to  my  hopes !  I'm  now  his  flave  for  ever, 

M  4  CoRio* 
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CORIOLANUS,  addrejftng  hlm/elf  to  />6^  Volfci. 
This,  my  illuftrious  patrons  and  protedors, 
Vol/ci,  to  you  I  ow'd.     Permit  me  now 
To  do  myfelf  and  injur'd  honour-juftice. 

[Tumi Kg  again  to  toe  Romans, 
As  to  the  liberty  you  idly  vaunt 
To  give  me  of  returning  to  your  city, 
*Tis  what  I  hold  unworthy  of  acceptance. 
Can  I  return  into  th'  ungrateful  bofom 
Of  a  diflradled  ftate,  where,  to  the  rage 
Of  a  vile  fenfelefs  populace,  the  laws 
Are  by  your  (hametul  weaknefs  given  a  prey  ? 
Vv'ho  are  the  men  that  hold  the  fway  among  you  i  ■ 
And  whom  have  you  expell'd,  as  even  unworthy 
To  live  within  the  cindure  of  your  walls  ! — 
O  the  wild  thought  breaks  in  and  troubles  reafon  !— 
With  what,  ye  Remans,  can  the  fowereft  cenfor, 
The  moft  envcnom'd  malice,  judly  charge  me^? 
Did  i  e'er  break  your  laws  ?  Nay,  did  I  e'er 
Do  aught  that  could  difturb  the  facred  order, 
The  peace  and  focial  harmony  of  life; 
Or  taint  your  ancient  fanftity  of  manners  ? 
What  was  my  crime  ?  I  could  not  bear  to  fee 
Your  dignity  debas'd,  to  fee  the  rabble 
Tread  on  the  reverend  grey  authority 
Of  fenatorial  wifdom  :  Yes,  for  you, 
3n  your  defence  J  did  enrage  this  monfter; 
/nd  yet  you  bafely  left  me  to  its  fury. 
Then  talk  no  more  of  ferviees  and  friendfiiip  : 

A  friend. 


CORIOLANUS.         249 

A  friend,  who  can,  and  docs  not  fhield,  betrays  me. 
Or  if  the  power  was  wanting,  then  your  fenate 
Is  funk  into  fervility  and  bondage, 
Nor  Ihould  a  freeman  deign  to  fit  among  you, 

MiNUCIUS. 

The  wifeft  are  foraetimes  compelld  to  yield 

To  popular  Itorms  :  yet  I  defend  not,  Marcius, 

Our  timid  conduct ;  we  have  felt  our  error. 

And  now  invite  thee  back  to  aid  the  fenate. 

With  thy  heroic  fpirit  to  reflrain 

The  giddy  rage  of  fadtion,  and  to  hold 

The  reins  of  government  more  firm  hereafter. 

As  to  th'  appeal  which  thou  haft  nobly  made 
In  vindication  of  thy  fpotlefs  fame, 
With  pleafure  we  confirm  it,  and  bear  witnefs    < 
To  all  thy  public  and  thy  private  virtues : 
But  let  us  alfo  beg  thee  not  to  ftain 
The  brightnefs  of  that  glory  by  a  crime, 
Which,  unrepented,  would  difgrace  them  all, 
A  dire  rebellious  war  againft  thy  country. 

CORIOLANUS. 

Abfurd  I  what  can  you  mean  ?  To  call  a  people^    . 

Who  with  the  laft  indignity  have  us'd  me, 

To  call  my  foes  my  country  !  No,  Minucius, 

It  is  the  generous  nation  of  ihe  Foi/ci. 

Thefe  brave,  thefe  virtuous  men,  you  fee  around  me,,  \ 

Who,  when  i  wander'd  a  poor  helplefs  exile. 

Took  pity  of  my  injuries  and  woes ; 

Forgot  the  former  mifchiefs  of  my  fwcrd  ; 

M  5   .  Heap'd 
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Heap'd  on  me  kindnefs,  honours,  dignities  ; 
Fear'd  not  to  truft  me  with  this  high  command, 
And  plac'd  me  here  the  guardian  of  their  caufe;-—— 
Be  uitnefs,  yo-je  ! — It  is  alone  their  nation 
I  henceforth  will  acknowledge  for  my  country ! 
Let  this  fuffl'ce — You  have  my  anfwer,  Romans. 

COMINIUS, 

This -anfwer,  Coriolanus,  is  the  dictate 

More  of  thy  pride  than  magnanimity  : 

'Tis  thy  revenge  that  gives  it,  not  thy  virtue. 

Art  thou  above  the  gods?  who  joy  to  (how'r 

Their  doubled  goodnefs  on  repenting  mortals-? 

But  think  not  I  intend,  by  this,  to  urge 

Our  proifer'd  peace,  fo  harfhly  treated,  further. 

That  were  a  weaknefs  ill  becoming  Romans* 

Yet  I  mufl  tell  thee,  it  would  better  fuit 

A  fierce  defpctic  chief  of  barbarous  flaves,. 

Than  the  calm  dignity  of  one  who  fits 

In  the  grave  fenate  of  a  free  republic. 

To  talk  fo  high,  and  as  it  were  to  thruft 

Plebeians  from  the  native  rights  of  man. 

CORJOLANUS. 

Ha !  dod  thou  come  the  people's  advocate 
I'o  me,  Cominius  !  com'll  thou  to  infult  me  ! 

Co.viiNius, 
Nay,  hear  me,  Marcius :. — Thefe  grey  hairs  impower 

ma 
To  fet  thee  right  before  this  great  affembly : 
^ad  there  was  once  a  time,  thou  wouldfl  have  heard 

Thy 
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Thy  general  with  more  deference  and  patience— 

I  tell  thee  then,  whoe'er  amidft  the  fons 

Of  reafon,  valour,  liberty,  and  virtue, 

Difplays  diftinguifh'd  merit,  is  a  noble 

Of  Nature's  own  creating.     Such  have  rifen, 

Sprung  from  the  dufi: ;  or  where  had  been  our  honours? 

And  fuch  in  radiant  bands  will  rife  again. 

In  yon  immortal  city,  that,  when  moft 

Deprefs'd  by  fate,  and  near  apparent  ruin. 

Returns,  as  with  an  energy  divine, 

On  her  aftonifh'd  foes,  and  fhakes  them  from  her— • 

Your  pardon,  Volfci — But  this,  Loriolanits, 

Is  what  I  had  to  fay. 

CORIOLANUS. 

And  I  have  heard  it— 
\_RiJif!g  from  his  trihunal ;   and  the 

priejls  ad'vancing  to  addre/s  hitttj 

he  f  regents  them. 
For  you,  ye  awful  minillers  of  Heaven, 
Let  me  not  hear  your  holy  lips  profan'd 
By  urging  what  my  duty  mull  refufe. 
I  bow  in  adoration  to  the  gods ; 
I  venerate  their  fervants.     But  there  is. 
There  is  a  power,  their  chief,  their  darling  care,. 
7  he  guardian  of  mankind,  which  to  betray 
Were  violating  all — And  that  is  Juftice. 
So  far  my  public  charadler  demands; 
So  far  my  honour. — Now,  what  fliould  forbid' 
The  man,  and  friend,  to  be  indulg'd-a  little? 

M  6  Permit 
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Permit  me  to  embrace  thee,  good  Minucius^ 
Thee,  Lartius  ;  you,  Pintiarius  and  Sulpitius  : 
Eut  chiefly  thee,  Cpm'uiius,  who  firll  rais'd  me 
To  deeds  of  arms  :  who  from  thy  confular  brow 
Took  thy  own  crown,  and  with  it  circled  mine. 
Tho'  nought  can  fhake  my  purpofe,  yet  I  wifli 
That  Rome  had  fent  me  others  on  this  errand. 
I  thank  you  for  your  friendfhip.    The  proteflion, 
Which  you  have  given  to  thofe,  whom  once  I  call'd 
By  tender  names,  I  would  not  now  remember. 
How  fliall  I — fay— return  your  generous  goodnefs  ? 
O,  there  is  nothing  you,  as  friends,  can  afk. 
My  grateful  heart  will  not  with  pleafure  grant  you, 

CoMINIUS. 

We  thank  thee,  Coriolanus — But  a  Roman 
Difdains  that  favour  you  refufe  his  country, 
Coriolanus. 

\To  the  Volfcian  officers^ 
See  that  they  be,  with  due  regard  and  fafety. 
Conduced  back. 

[To  the  Roman  ftnator:. 
I  will  fufpend  th'  aflault, 
Till  ta  thefe  terms,  of  which  we  will  not  bate 
The  fmalleft  part,  your  fenate  may  have  time  . 
To  fend  their  lateft  anfvver.     Then  we  cut 
All  further  treaty  off.     Romans,  farewel. 

The  End  of  the  Third  Aa. 

AC  T 
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ACT    IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

TuLLUS,  alone. 

WHAT  is  the  mind  of  man  ?  A  reftlefs  fcene 
Of  vanity  and  vveaknefs  j  fhifting  ftill. 
As  (hifc  the  lights  of  our  uncertain  knowledge  ; 
Or  as  the  various  gale  of  paffion  breather. 

None  ever  thought  himfelf  more  deeply  founded  ; 
On  what  is  right,  nor  felt  a  nobler  ardor. 
Than  I,  when  I  invefled  Caius  Marcius 
With  this  ili-judg'd  command.     Now  it  appears 
Diliraflion,  folly,  monftrous  folly!  meannefs  ! 
And  down  I  plunge,  betray'd  even  by  my  virtue. 
From  gulph  to  gulph,  from  fhame  to  deeper  fiiame». 


SCENE    II, 

TuLLUs,  Galesus. 

Galesus. 
I  liften'd,  Tullus,  to  th'  important  fcene 
That  lately  pafs'd  before  us,  with  raoll  ftridl 

Ucpre- 
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Unprejudic'd  attention;  and  have  fince 
Revolv'd  it  in  my  mind,  both  as  a  man, 
i^lly'd  to  all  mankind,  and  as  a  Volfcian, 
Indeed  our  terms  are  high,  and  by  the  manner 
In  which  they  were  prefcrib'd  by  Coriolanus, 
Are  what  we  cannot  hope  will  e'er  be  granted. 
They  fhould  be  foften'd.     Let  us  yield  a  little, 
Confcious  ourfelves  to  a  great  nation's  pride. 
The  pride  of  human  nature.     Could  the  Remans 
Stoop  to  fuch  peace,  commanded  by  the  fword 
They  then  were  flaves,  unworthy  our  alliance. 

TULLUS, 

Gods !  do  I  hear  in  thee,  one  of  the  chiefs 
Intrutled  with  the  honour  of  the  Volfci^ 
An  advocate  for  Rome  ? 

Galesus. 

I  glory,  Tullusy. 
To  own  myfelf  an  advocate  for  peace. 
Peace  is  the  happy  natural  ftate  of  man  ;, 
War  his  corruption,  his  difgrace — 

TuLLUS. 

His  fafeguard  l 
His  pride!  his  glory! — What  but  war,  juft  war. 
Gave  Greece  her  heroes?  Thofe  who  drew  the  fword- 
(As  we  do  now)  againfl  the  fons  of  rapine  ; 
To  quell  proud  tyrants,  and  to  free  mankind. 

Galesus, 
Yes,  TuUus,  when  to  juft  defence  the  warrior 
Confines  his  force,  he  is  a  worfhip'd  name. 

Dear 
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Dear  to  mankind,  the  firft  and  beft  of  mortals  ! 

Yet  ftill,  if  this  can  by  foft  means  be  done. 

And  fair  accommodation,  that  is  better. 

Why  fhould  we  purchafe  with  the  blood  of  thoufands^ 

What  may  be  gain'd  by  mutual  juft  conceflion  ? 

Why  give  up  peace,  the  beft  of  human  bleflings,. 

For  the  vain  cruel  pride  of  ufelefs  conqueft  ? 

TuLLUS. 

Thefe  foothing  dreams  of  philofophic  quiet 

Are  only  fit  for  unfrequented  fhades. 

The  fage  fhould  quit  the  bufy  buftling  worlds 

111  fuited  to  his  gentle  meditations, 

And  in  fome  defert  find  that  peace  he  loves. 

Galesus. 
Miftaken  man  !  Philofophy  confifts  not 
In  airy  fchemes,  or  idle  fpeculations  : 
The  rule  and  conduft  of  all  focial  life 
Is  her  great  province.     Not  in  lonely  cells 
Obfcure  fhe  lurks,  but  holds  her  heavenly  light 
To  fenates  and  to  kings,  to  guide  their  councils^. 
And  teach  them  to  reform  and  blefs  mankind. 
All  policy  but  her's  is  falfe  and  rotten  ; 
All  valour  not  conduced  by  her  precepts 
Is  a  deftroying  fury  fent  from  hell 
To  plague  unhappy  man,  and  ruin  nations,. 

TuLLUS. 

To  flop  the  wafte  of  that  deftroying  fury 

Is  the  great  caufe  and  purpofe  of  this  war.. 

Art  thou  a  friend  tp  peace  ? — fubdue  the  Remans.. 

"Whoj, 
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Who,  who,  but  they,  have  turn'd  this  ancient  land. 

Where,  from  Satur7iian  times,  harmonious  concord 

Still  lov'd  to  dwell,  into  a  fcene  of  blood. 

Of  endlefs  difcord,  and  perpetual  rapine  ? 

The  fword,  the  vengeful  fword,  mull  drain  away 

This  boiling  blood,  that  thus  difturbs  the  nations  ! 

Talk  not  of  terms.     It  is  a  vain  attempt   - 

To  bind  th'  ambitious  and  unjuft  by  treaties: 

Thefe  they  elude  a  thoufand  fpecious  ways  ; 

Or  if  they  cannot  find  a  fair  pretext, 

They  blulh  not  in  thetaceof  Heaven  to  break  them. 

Galesus, 
Why  then  affronted  Heaven  will  combat  for  us. 
Set  juftice  on  our  fide,  and  then  my  voice 
Shall  be  as  loud  for  war  as  thine ;  my  fword 
Shall  ilrike  as  deep  ;  at  leaft  my  blood  fhall  flow 
As  freely,  Tullus,  in  my  country's  caufe. 
But  as  I  then  would  die  to  ferve  the  Volfcians, 
So  now  I  dare  to  ferve  them  by  oppofing. 
Even  with  my  fingle  voice,  th'  impetuous  torrent 
That  hurries  us  away  beyond  the  bounds 
Of  temperate  wifdom  ;  and  prefume  to  tell  thee^ 
It  is  thy  palTion,  not  thy  prudence  diftates 
This  haughty  language. 

TULLUS. 

Yes,  it  is  my  pafTion, 
A  paflion  for  the  glory  of  my  country. 
That  fcorns  your  narrow  views  of  timid  prudence. 
Our  injur'd  honour  drew  our  fvvords,  and  never 

Shall  , 


eORl  G  LAN  us.        257 

shall  they  be  (heath'd  while  I  command  the  Vol/cians^, 
Till  Rome  fubmits  to  Antinm. 
Galesus. 

Rome  will  perifh 
Ere  (he  fubmit ;  and  Ihe  has  ftill  her  walls, 
The  flrength  of  her  allies,  her  native  valour, 
Which  oft  has  fav'd  her  in  the  worft  extremes, 
And,  ftronger  yet  than  all,  defpair,  to  aid  her. 

TULLUS. 

All  thefe  will  nought  avail  her,  if  our  fears 
Come  not  to  her  affiftance — But,  Gale/us, 
Why  urge  you  this  to  me  ?  Go,  talk  to  Marcius. 
The  war  has  given  him  all  his  pride  could  hope  forp 
To  fee  Romfs  fenate  humbled  at  his  feet : 
I^e  now  may  wifli  to  reign  in  peace  at  Jatium, 
And  thou,  perhaps,  art  come  an  envoy  from  him,. 
To  learn  if  I  fhall  prove  a  quiet  fubjei^. 

Galesus. 
Thro'  this  unguarded  opening  of  thy  foul, 
I  fee  what  ftings  thee— Ah  !  beware  of  envy! 
If  that  pale  fury  feize  thee,  thou  art  loft  ! 
Tullus^  'tis  eafier  far,  from  the  clear  breaft. 
To  keep  out  treacherous  vice,  than  to  expel  it. 
Farewel.     Remember  I  have  done  my  duty. 

\Goes  9ut4,. 
TuLLt/s,  alone. 
This  man  difcerns  my  heart— Well :  What  of  that? 
Am  I  afraid  its  movements  Ihould  be  feen  ? 
I,  whofe  clear  thoughts  have  never  Ihunn'd  the  light,. 

Mult 
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Muft  I  now  feck  to  hide  them  ?  O  misfortune  T 
To  have  reduc'd  myfelf  to  fuch  a  ftate. 
So  much  beneath  the  greatnefs  of  my  foul. 
That,  like  a  coward,  I  m.uft  learn  to  praftife 
The  wretched  arts  of  vile  diffimulation  ! 
By  Heaven,  I  will  not  do  it — I  will  not  fcoop 
To  veil  my  difcontent  a  moment  longer. 
But  fee  !  my  rival  comes,  the  happy  Marciur. 
His  haughty  mien,  his  very  looks,  affront  me. 


SCENE    iir. 

CORIOLANUS,    TuLLUS, 
CORIOLANUS. 

TuUus,  I  have  receiv'd  intelligence, 

That  a  ftrong  body  of  the  Latin  troops 

Is  in  full  march  to  raife  the  fiege  oi  Rome, 

Another  day  will  bring  them  to  its  aid. 

But  go  thou  forth,  and  lead  the  valiant  bands. 

By  thee  commanded,  to  repel  thefe  fuccours* 

Go,  and  cut  off  from  Rome  its  laft  refource. 

TuLLUS. 

I  lead  my  troops,  from  the  great  fcene  of  a(5lion„ 
From  falling  Rome,  which,  ere  to-morrow's  fun 
Shall  fet,  may  be  our  prey  !  fure  you  forget 
My  rank  and  ftation — I  difdain  the  fervice  : 
Give  it  to  fome  you  may  command,    For  me> 

I  owns 
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I  own  no  mailer  but  the  Volfcian  ftates. 

Rome  is  my  objed.     I  from  Antium  brought 

The  noblell;  army  ever  fliook  her  walls. 

And  (hall  I  now,  on  that  declfive  day, 

Doom'd  by  the  gods  to  lay  her  pride  in  afhes. 

Shall  I  be  abfent  from  the  glorious  work  ? 

It  is  the  higheft  outrage  even  to  think  it. — 

Jull  gods!  doft  thou  prefume  to  give  thy  orders 

To  me  ?  to  me  !  thy  equal  in  command  ? 

Nay,  thy  fuperior  ?  was  it  not  my' hand, 

My  lavilh  hand,  bcllow'd  thy  power  upon  thee  ? 

And  know,  proud  Roman,  that  the  man  who  gave  it> 

Can  at  his  will  refume  it. 

CORIOLANUS. 

I  propos'd 
This  expedition  to  thee  as  thy  friend, 
Ts'Ot  as  thy  general,  Tullus.     We  are  both 
Commanders  here  ;  and  for  my  fhare  of  pow'r. 
Whene'er  the  council  of  the  Volfcian  ilates, 
Who  cloath'd  me  with  it,  Ihall  again  demand  it, 
I  at  their  feet  will  lay  it  down,  perfuaded, 
T  he  canker'd  tongue  of  Envy's  felf  muft  own. 
That  by  my  fervice  I  have  well  deferv'd  it. 

Tullus. 
Was  it  to  them,  or  me,  you  hither  came 
To  crave  protedion  ?  Was  not  then  your  fortune. 
Your  liberty,  your  life,  at  my  difpofal  ? 
I  rais'd  you  from  the  duft,  a  wretched  exile. 
An  outcall,  helplefs,  friendlefs,  driven  to  beg. 

The 
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The  loweft  refuge  which  defpair  can  feek, 
vheker  amidft  thy  foes.     My  pitying  goodnefs- 
Proteited,  trufted,  and  believ'd'you  gruteiul. 
O  ill-plac'd  confidence  ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Immortal  gods  ! 
Hear  I  thefe  words  from  Tullus  / 

TuLLUS. 

What  for  all  this 
Is  thy  return  ?  Pride  ;   felf-fufficiency  ; 
Councils  apart  from  mine  ;  defpotic  orders  ; 
7  he  glory  of  the  war  all  pilfer'd  from  me  : 
And,  to  complete  the  whole,  a  Latin  army 
Now  conjur'd  up  to  draw  me  from  the  fiege  ; 
Till  by  cajoling  our  tame  chiefs,  and  dazzling 
The  fenfclefs  eyes  of  the  low  mob  of  foldiers, 
Thou  (hah  be  folely  feated  in  the  power 
Which,  thank  my  folly!  now  is  fhar'd  betwixt  us. 

CORIOLANUS. 

0  indignation  ! — Down,  thou  fwelling  heart— 

1  will  be  calm — I  will. — Thou  doft  accufe  me 
Of  the  worft  vice  that  can  debafe  mankind, 
Cf  black  ingratitude.     On  what  foundations  ?■ 
What  have  1  done  to  merit  fuch  a  charge  ? 

la  it  my  fault,  if  in  the  Volfcian  army 
My  name  is  as  rever'd  and  great  as  thine  ? 
Can  1  forbid  authority,  and  fame, 
To  fellow  merit  and  fuccefs  ?  —  You  knew 
The  man  whom  you  employ'd,  and  (houldhaveknown 

He 
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■He  would  not  be  a  cypher  in  employment. 

TuLLUS. 

Tliink'ft  thou  my  heart  can  better  brook  than  thine 
To  be  that  cypher  !  that  difhonour'd  tool ! 
Subfervient  to  th'  ambition  of  another  ? 
■^Gods  !  I  had  rather  live  a  drudging  peafant. 
Unknown  to  glory,  in  fome  Alpin  village  ; 
Than  at  the  head  of  thefe  vidorious  legions. 
Bear  the  high  name  of  chief,  without  the  power. 
No,  Marcius,  no.     I  will  command  indeed  : 
And  thou  flialt  learn,  with  all  the  Volfcian  army 
To  treat  their  general  with  refpeft. 

CORIOLANUS. 

Refpeft ! 

0  Tullus  !  Tullus  !  by  the  Powers  divine  ! 

1  bore  thee  once  refpefl,  as  high  as  man 

■Can  fhew  to  man.     From  thee,  my  foe,  my  rival, 

I  nor  difdair/d  nor  fear'd  to  afk  proceflion. 

You  gave  me  all  I  afk'd,  you  gave  me  more. 

With  noble  warmth  of  heart !  which  to  efteem. 

Added  the  ties  of  gratitude,  and  friendfhip. 

Whatever  fmce,  in  council,  or  in  arms. 

Has  been  by  me  atchiev'd,  was  done  for  thee. 

My  glory  all  was  thine.     The  palms  I  gain'd 

Only  compos'd  a  garland  for  his  brow. 

Who  rais'd  this  banifh'd  man  to  tread  on  Rome. 

Tullus. 
To  tread  on  him  who  rais'd  him — That,  I  knowj 
I3  thy  ambitious  purpofe ;  but  be  certain, 

'However 
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However  Rome  may  bend  beneath  thy  fortune. 
Thou  Ihalt  not  find  an  eafy  conqueft  here.  ^ 

CORIOLANUS. 

May  Jove  with  lightning  ftrike  me  to  the  centre. 
If  from  the  day  I  faw  thy  face  at  j^ntium. 
My  heart  has  ever  form'd  one  fecret  thought 
To  hurt  thy  honour,  or  deprefs  thy  greatnefs  : 
I  was  thy  friend,  thy  foldier,  and  thy  fervant. 
But  now  I  will  as  openly  avow. 
Thy  jealoufy  has,  with  envenom'd  breath. 
Made  fuch  a  fudden  ravage  in  our  friendfhip, 
I  know  not  what  to  think. 

TuLLUS, 

Think  me  thy  foe. 
There  is  no  lafting  friendfhip  with  the  proud, 

CORIOLANUS. 

Nor  with  the  jealous But  of  this  enough. 

Come,  let  us  turn  our  fire  a  nobler  way : 
We  have  a  worthier  quarrel  to  purfue.— — 
It  were.unjull;,  difnonourable,  bafe. 
Our  pride  fhould  hurt  the  Fol/cian  caufe. 

TuLLUS. 

No,  Marciusy 
I  mean  to  guard  it  better  for  the  future  : 
The  Volfcian  caufe  is  fafcfl:  with  a  Vol/cian, 
I  therefore  claim,  inuft  upon  my  right ; 
That  you  fliall  yield  me  my  command  in  turn. 
The  firll  attack  was  yours  :   'Tis  fcanty  juilice, 
The  fecond  fliould  be  mine. 

CoRI- 
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CORIOLANUS. 

Tullusy  'tis  yours. 
O  it  imoorts  not  which  of  us  command  ! 
Give  me  the  loweft  rank  among  your  troops : 
All  Italy  will  know,  the  voice  of  fame 
Will  tell  all  future  times,  that  I  was  prefent ; 
That  Ccriolanus  in  the  Voljcian  army 
Affifted,  when  imperial  Rome  was  fack'd  ; 
That  city  which,  while  he  maintain'd  her  caufe, 
Invincible  herfelf,  made  Antium  tremble, 

TCLLUS. 

What  arrogant  prefurnption  ! 


SCENE    IV. 
T^  them  VoLUSius,  entering  hajlily^ 

TULLUS. 

Ha!  Volufms, 
Thy  looks  declare  fome  mefTage  of  importance, 

VOLUSIUS. 

Tullus,  they  do — I  was  to  find  thee,  Marcius, 

To  thee  a  fecond  deputation  comes. 

Thy  mother,  and  thy  wife,  with  a  long  train 

Of  all  the  nobleft  ladies  Rome  can  boaft. 

In  mourning  habits  clad,  approach  our  camp, 

Preceded  by  a  herald,  to  demand 

Another  audience  of  leee. 

C0R10< 
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CORIOLANL'S. 

How,  Volujt'us  !  ' 

Said  you   the  Reman  ladies!  Low,  indeed. 
Mull  be  the  Hate  c^  Rome,  when  thus  her  matrons 
She  fends  aniidll  the  tumults  of  a  camp. 
To  beg  protection  for  the  men,  who  lie 
Trembling  behind  their  ramparts — come!  once  more! 
And  fee  me  put  an  end  to  prayers  and  treaty ! 


S  C  E  N  E     V. 

TULLUS,    VoLUSIUS. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Julius,  'tis  well.     This  anfwers  to  my  willies. 

TuLLUS. 

How  ?  What  is  wel!  ?  That  humbled  Rome  once  more 
Shall  deck  him  with  the  trophies  of  our  arms  ? 

VoLusius. 
Ard  hop'ft  thou  nothing  from  this  bleft  event? 
They  who  have  often  blafied  mighty  heroes. 
Who  oft  have  ftoln  into  the  firmelt  hearts, 
And  melted  them  to  folly  ;  they,  my  friend. 
Will  do  what  wifdom  never  could  efFedl. 

TuLLUS, 

Think'ft  thou  the  prayers  and  tears  of  wailing  women 
Can  Ihake  the  man,  who  with  fuch  cold  difdain 

2  Stood 
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Stood  firm  againfl:  thofe  I'cnerable  confuls, 

And  fpurn'd  the  genius  of  his  kneeling  country  } 

VOLUSIUS. 

It  was  his  pride  alone  that  made  him  ours. 
That  pafiion  kept  him  firm  ;  the  flattering  charnt 
Of  humbling  thofe,  who  in  their  perfons  bore 
The  whole  colleded  majefly  of  Rome. 
Thefe  women  are  no  proper  objects  for  it : 
He  cannot  triumph  o'er  his  wife  and  mother. 
On.  this  my  hopes  are  founded,  that  thefe  women 
May  by  their  gentler  influence  fubdue  him. 

TuLLUS. 

Whate'er  th'  event,  he  (hall  no  lonper  here^ 

As  wave  his  palilons,  dicrate  nsace  or  war. 

Whether  his  ftubborn  foul  maintains  its  firmnefs,. 

Or  yields  to  female  prayers,  the  Fol/cian  honour 

Will  be  alike  betray  d.     If  Rome  prevails, 

He  flops  our  conquering  arms  irom  her  deilruftion  y 

If  he  rejecls  her  fuit,  he  reigns  our  tyrant. 

But,  by  th'  immortal  gods !  his  ihort-liv'd  empire 

Shall  never  fee  yon  radiant  fun  defcend. 

VoLusius, 
Blefl  be  thofe  gods  that  have  at  laft  infpir'd  thee 
With  refolution  equal  to  thy  caufe. 
The  caufe  of  liberty  ! 

TULLUS. 

Be  fure,   Volujiuij 
If  that  fhould  happen  which  thy  hopes  portend  ; 
Vol.  IV.  N  Should 
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Should  he,  by  Nature  tam'd.  dirarm'd  by  love, 
Refpite  the  Roman  doom— He  feals  his  own  : 
By  Heaven  !  he  dies. 

V^OLUSIUS. 

Let  lue  embrace  thee,  Tullus  f 
Now  breaking  from  the  cloud,  which,  like  the  fun. 
Thy  own  too  bounteous  beams  had  drawn  around  thee« 

Tullus. 
You  was  deceived,  my  friend.    \^  hen  I  with  tamenefs. 
With  tamenefs- which  altoniih'd  thy  brave  fpirit, 
Seem'd  to  fubmit  to  that  unequal  fway 
Ke  arrogated  o'er  me;  know,  my  heart 
Ne'er  fwell'd  fo  high  as  in  that  cruel  moment. 
My  indignation,  like  th'  imprifon'd  fire 
Fei!:  in  the  troubled  breafl:  of  glowing  ^^tna^ 
Burnt  deep  and  filent :  But,  collefted  now, 
]t  fhall  beneath  its  fury  bury  Marcius  ! 
'Tis  lixt.     Our  tyrant  dies. 

VOLUSIUS. 

TnUu!,  my  fword 
Kere  clai.ms  to  be  employ'd. — Nor  mine  alone- 
There  are  fome  worthy  VoI/lI  ftill  remaining, 
Who  think  with  us,  and  pine  beneath  the  laurels 
A  Roman  chief  bellows. 

Tu  LIU'S. 

Go,  find  them  ftrait. 
And  bring  them  to  the  fpace  before  his  tent ; 
'Tis  there  he  will  receive  this  deputation. 

Then 
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Then  if  he  finks  beneath  thefe  womens  prayers  — 
Or  if  he  does  not — But,  Volvfius^  wait, 
I  give  thee  ftriftell;  charge  to  wait  my  flgnal. 
Perhaps  I  may  find  means  to  free  the  Volfci 
Without  his  blood,     Jf  not — we  will  be  ixz^. 


Tie  Elide/  the  Fourth  AS, 


N  2  ACT 
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A  C  T    V.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Trumpets  founding. 

The  fcene  difcovers  the  camp^  a  croud  of  Volfcian 
officers  with  files  of  foldiers  drawn  up  as  before. 
Enter  Coriolanus,  Tullus,  Galefus,  Volufiu?. 
The  Roman  ladles  ad'vance  fcwly  from  the  depth 
cf  the  Jlage-t  with  Veturia  the  mother  of  Qox'xo- 
Ian  us,  ^w^  Volumnia  his  wife  at  their  head,  all 
clad  in  habits  of  mournijig.  Coriolanus  Jlands 
at  the  head  of  the  Volfci,  fur  rounded  by  his 
li5iors  ;  but^  when  he  perceives  his  mother  and 
wife ^  after  fome  Jlruggle^  he  advances^  and  goes, 
hajiily  to  embrace  them. 

Coriolanus  ad-vancinz. 

LOwer  your  fafces,  lidors 
Oh  Veturia  I 
1  hou  beft  of  parents ! 

Veturia, 
Coriolanus,  flop. 
Whom  am  I  to  embrace  ?  A  fon,  or  foe  ? 

Sa)^, 
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Say,  in  what  light  am  I  regarded  here  ? 
Ihy  mother,  or  thy  captive  ? 

CORIOLANUS. 

Juftly,  Madam, 
"^^ou  check  my  fondnefs,  that,  by  nature  hurry'd. 
Forgot  I  was  the  general  of  the  Volfci.^ 
And  you  a  deputy  from  hoftile  Rome. 

[He  goes  back  to  his  former  J} ai ion ^ 
1  hear  you  with  refpeft.     Speak  your  commifiion, 

Veturi  A. 
Think  not  I  come  a  deputy  from  Rome, 
Rome,  once  rejefted,  fconis  a  fecond  fuit. 
You  have  already  heard  whate'er  the  tongue 
Of  eloquence  can  plead,  whate'er  the  wifdom 
Of  facred  age,  the  dignity  of  fenates, 
And  virtue,  can  enforce.     Behold  me  here. 
Sent  by  the  {hade,  of  your  immortal  fathers, 
Sent  by  the  genius  of  the  Marcian  lifle, 
Commiflion'd  by  my  own  maternal  heart, 
To  try  the  foft,  yet  ftronger  powers  of  Nature, 
Thus  authoriz"d,  I  aJk,  nay,  claim  a  peace. 
On  equal,  fair,  and  honourable  terms, 
To  thee,  to  Rcme,  and  to  the  Volfuan  people. 
Grant  it,  my  fen  !  Thy  mother  begs  it  of  thee. 
Thy  wife,  the  belt,  the  kindeft  of  her  fex. 
And  thefe  illufirious  matrons,  who  have  footh'd 
The  gloomy  houis  thou  halt  been  abfent  from  us. 
'V^'e,  by  whate'er  is  great  and  good  in  nature 
-By  every  duty,  by  the  gods,  conjure  thee  ! 

N  3  To 
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To  grant  us  peace,  and  turn  on  other  foes 

Thy  armsj  where  thou  may'Ilpurchafe  virtuous  glory, 

CORIOI.AKUS. 

I^.ould,  Veturia,  break  thofe  holy  bonds 

That  hold  the  wide  republic  of  mankind. 

Society,  together  ;  liliould  grow, 

A  wretch,  unworthy  to  be  call'd  thy  fon  ; 

I  (hould,  with  my  Volumnia\  fair  efleem. 

Forfeit  her  love  ;  thefe  matrons  would  defpife  me— 

Could  I  betray  the  Volfcian  caufe,  thus  truiJed, 

Thus  recommended  to  me — No,  my  mother. 

You  cannot  fure,  you  cannot  afk  it  of  me  ! 

Veturia, 
And  does  my  fon  fo  little  know  me  ?  me ! 
"Who  took  fuch  care  to  form  his  tender  years. 
Left  to  my  conduct  by  his  dying  father  ? 
Have  1  fo  ill  deferv'd  that  trud  r  ,iilas  ! 
Am  I  fo  low  in  thy  efleem,  that  thou 
Should  e'er  imagine  I  could  urge  a  part 
Which  in  the  leaft  might  ftain  the  Mar'cian  honour? 
No,  let  me  perifh  rather  !  perifh  all ! 
Life  has  no  charms  compar'd  with  fpotlefs  glory ! 
I  only  a{k,  thou  would'li:  forbid  thy  troops 
To  walle  our  lands,  and  to  aflault  yon  city. 
Till  time  be  given  for  mild  and  righteous  meafures. 
Grant  us  but  one  year's  truce :  meanwhile  thCu  may'It 
With  honour  and  advantage  to  both  nations. 
Between  us  mediate  a  perpetual  peace. 

■C04l,I0- 


CO  RIO  LAN  us.         271 

CORIOLANUS. 

Alas!  my  mother!  that  were  granting  all. 

Veturja. 
Canfl  thou  refufe  me  fuch  a  jud  petition, 
The  firil:  requeR  thy  mother  ever  made  thee  ? 
Canfl:  thoii  to  her  intreaties,  prayers,  and  tears, 
Frefer  a  favage,  obftinate  revenge  ; 
Have  love  and  nature  loft  all  power  within  thee  ? 

CoRIOL  ANUS. 

No, — in  my  heart  they  reign  as  ftrong  as  ever. 
Come,  I  corjure  you,  quit  ungrateful  Rome, 
Come,  and  complete  my  happinefs  at  Aniiumy 
You,  and  my  dear  Volumnia — There,  Veturia, 
There  fhall  you  fee  with  what  refpeft  the  Volfci 
Will  treat  the  wife  and  mother  of  their  general. 

Veturia. 
Treat  me  thyfelf  with  more  refpeft,  my  fon  ; 
Nor  dare  to  fliock  my  ears  with  fuch  propofals. 
Shall  I  defert  m.y  country,  I  who  come 
To  plead  her  caufe  ?  Ah  no  !  A  grave  in  Rome 
Would  better  pleafe  me,  than  a  throne  at  Jniium^ 
How  haft  thou  thus  forfaken  all  my  precepts  ? 
How  haft  thou  thus  forgot  thy  love  to  Rone? 
O  Ccriolanus,  when  with  hoftile  arms. 
With  fire  and  f.vord,  you  enter'd  on  our  borders, 
Did  not  the  foftcring  air,  that  breathes  around  us. 
Allay  thy  guilty  fury,  and  inftil 
A  certain  native  fweetncfs  thro'  thy  foul  ? 
Did  iiot  your  heart  thus  murmur  to  itCtlf  ? 

N  4  '«  Thefc 
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**  Thefe  walls  contain  whatever  can  command 

"  RefpciSt  from  virtue,  or  is  dear  to  nature, 

*'  The  monuments  of  piety  and  valour, 

**  The  fculptur'd  forms,  the  trophies  of  my  fathers, 

"  My  houfliold  gods,  my  mother,  wife  and  children!" 

CORIOLAKUS. 

Ah  !  you  feduce  me  with  too  tender  views  !— 
Thefe  walls  contain  the  moft  corrupt  of  men, 
A  bafe  feditious  herd  ;  who  trample  order, 
Diftinclion,  juftice,  laws,  beneath  their  feet, 
Infojent  foes  to  worth,  the  foes  of  virtue ! 

Vetur  ia. 
Thou  hafl  not  thence  a  light  to  lift  thy  hand 
Againfl  the  v^hole  community,  which  forms 
Thy  ever-facred  country— That  confifts 
Not  of  coeval  citizens  alone  : 
It  knows  no  bounds :  it  has  a  retrofpefl 
I'd  ages  paft  ;  it  looks  on  thofe  to  come  ; 
And  grafps  of  all  the  general  worth  and  virtue, 
Suppofe,  my  fon,  that  1  to  thee  had  been 
A  harfli  obdurate  parent,  even  unjuR : 
How  would  the  monUrous  thought  with  horror  flrike 

thee, 
Of  plunging,  from  revenge,  thy  raging  fiecl 
Into  her  breaft,  who  nurs'd  thy  infant  years  !— 

CORIOLANVS. 

Rome  is  no  more!  that  Rome  v\hich  nurs'd  my  yout'i ; 
That  Rome,  condui^led  by  Pairiciari  virtue, 
She  is  no  more  !  My  fword  (hall  now  chalHfe 
1'hefe  fons  of  pride  and  dirt !  Her  upftart  tyrants! 

Who 
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Who  have  debas"d  the  nobleft  ftate  on  earth 

Into  a  fordid  democratic  faction. 

Why  will  my  mother  join  her  caufe  to  theirs  ? 

Veturia. 
Forbid  it,  Jcve  !  that  I  Ihould  e'er  diflinguifh 
My  interefl  from  the  general  caufe  oi Rome; 
Or  live  to  fee  a  foreign  hoftile  arm 
Reform  th'  abufes  of  our  land  of  freedom. 

But  'tis  in  vain,  T  find,  to  reafon  more. 
I5  there  no  way  to  reach  thy  filial  heart, 
Once  fam'd  as  much  for  piety  as  courage  ? 
Oft  haft  thou  juftly  triumph'd,  Coriolanus  % 
Now  yield  one  triumph  to  thy  widow'd  mother  ; 
And  fend  me  back  amidil  the  loud  acclaims, 
The  grateful  tranfports  of  deliver'd  Rome, 
7  he  happicil  far,  the  mofl  renown'd  of  women  ! 

Coriolanus. 
Why,  why,  Veturia,  wilt  thou  plead  in  vain  ? 
TuLLUs,  ajide  to  Volusius. 

v*^ee,  fee,  Volujius,  how  the  ftrong  emotions 
Of  powerful  nature  (liake  his  inmoft  foul  ! 
See  how  they  tear  him. — If  he  long  refjrts  them, 
lie  is  a  "od,  or  fomethin?  worfe  than  man. 
Veturia. 

O  Marcius,  Marcius  !  canft  thou  treat  me  thus? 
Canll:  thou  complain  oi Rome'%  ingratitude. 
Yet  be  to  me  fo  ciue!ly  un  rateful  I 
To  me  !  who  anxious  rcai'd  thy  youth  to  glory  ? 

N   :  Y.hofc 
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Whofe  only  joy,  thefe  many  years,  has  been. 
To  boaft  that  Coriolanus  was  mv  fon  ? 
And  doll  thou  then  renounce  nie  for  thy  mother? 
Spurn  me  before  thefe  chiefs,  before  thofe  foldiers. 
That  weep  thy  ftubborn  cruelty  ?  Art  thou 
The  hardeil  man  to  me  in  this  afiembly  ? 
Look  at  me  !  Speak  ! 

^^Pdujing,  during  <vjhzch  he  appears  in 
great  agitation. 

Still  dofl:  thou  turn  away  ? 
Inexorable?  filent  ? — Then,  behold  me, 
Eehold  thy  mother,  at  whofe  feet  thou  oft  ' 
Haft  kneel'd  with  fondnefs,  kneeling  now  at  thine. 
Wetting  thy  ftern  tribunal  with  her  tears. 

Coriolanus.  \Raifes  her. 

Veiuria,  rife.     I  cannot  fee  thee  thus. 
It  is  a  fight  uncomely,  to  behold 
My  mother  at  my  feet,  and  that  to  urge 
A  fuit,  relentlefs  honour  muH:  refufe. 

VoLUMNiA.  \_/d-vancing^ 

Since,  Coriolanus,  thou  doft  ftill  retain, 
In  fpite  of  all  thy  mother  nov».'  has  pleaded. 
Thy  dreadful  purpofe,  ah!  how  much  ia  vain 
Were  it  for  me  to  join  my  fupplications ! 
The  voice  of  thy  Volumnia,  once  fo  plealing  ; 
How  fliall  it  hope  to  touch  the  hufband's  heart. 
When  proof  againft  the  tears  of  fuch  a  parent  ? 
1  dare  not  urge  what  to  thy  mother  thou 

So  firmly  hall  deny'd— -iiut  1  muft  weep 

Muft 
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Mufl  weep,  if  not  thy  harfh  feverity, 
At  leafl:  thy  fituation.     O  permit  me 

[Taking  lis  hand. 
To  filed  my  gufliing  tears  upon  thy  hand! 
To  prefs  it  with  the  cordial  lips  of  love  1 
And  take  my  laft  farewel ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Yet,  yet,  my  foul, 
Be  firm,  and  perfevere 

VOLUMNIA. 

Ah  Coriolanus  ! 
Is  then  this  hand,  this  hand  to  me  devoted. 
The  pledge  of  nuptial  love,  that  has  fo  long 
Proteded,  blefs'd,  and  fhelter'd  us  with  kindnefs. 
Now  lifted  up  againll:  us  ?  Yet  I  love  it, 
And,  with  fubmiflive  veneration,  bow 
Beneath  th'  afFiiftion  which  it  heaps  upon  us. 
But  O!  what  nobler  tranfports  would  it  give  thee ! 
What  joy  beyond  exprefTion  !  couldfl  thou  once 
Surmount  the  furious  Ilorm  of  fierce  revenge. 
And  yield  thee  to  the  charms  of  love  and  mercy. 
Oh  make  the  glorious  trial ! 

Coriolanus. 

Mother  f  wife ! 
Are  all  the  powers  of  Nature  leagu'd  againft  me? 
I  cannot !  will  not ! — Leave  me,  my  Volumnia  ! 

VoLUMNIA. 

Well,  I  obey — How  bitter  thus  to  part ! 

Upon  fuch  terms  to  part !   perhaps  for  ever! 

N  6  But 
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But  tell  me,  ere  I  hence  unroot  my  feet, 
\^'hcn  to  my  lonely  home  I  fliall  return. 
What  from  their  father,  to  our  little  Haves, 
Unconfcious  of  the  fliame  to  which  you  doom  them, 
What  fhall  I  fay  ?  • 

\FauJir.g  :   He  highly  agitated. 
Nay,   tell  me,  Ccrioianus  ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Tell  thee  !  What  fnall  I  tell  thee  ?  See  thefe  tears  ! 
Thefe  tears  will  tell  thee  what  exceeds  the  potver 
Of  words  to  fpeak,  whate'er  the  fon,  the  hulband. 
And  father,  in  one  complicated  pang. 
Can  feel — But  leave  me; — even  in  pity  leave! 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  to  torture  me,  my  dear  Vclurnnia! 
You  only  tear  my  heart ;  but  cannot  ihake  it ; 
For  by  th'  immortal  gods,  the  dread  avengers 

Of  broken  faith ! 

VoLUMNiA.  [Kneeling. 

Oh  fwear  not,  Coriolanus  ! 
O  vow  not  our  d^ftrmflion  ! 

Veturia. 

Daughter,  rife. 
Let  us  no  more  before  the  Vulfcian  people 
Ev.pofe  ourfelves  a  fpedacle  of  ihame. 
It  is  in  vain  we  try  to  melt  a  breaft, 
That  to  the  beft  affeftions  Nature  gives  us, 
Prefers  the  worft — Hear  me,  proud  man  !   I  have 
A  heart  us  flout  as  thine.     I  came  n^t  hither. 
To  bs  fcnt  back  rejeded,  baffled,  fham'd. 

Hateful 
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Hateful  to  Home,  becaufe  I  am  thy  mother : 
A  Roman  matron  knows,  in  fuch  extremes, 
Wiiat  part  to  take — And  thus  i  came  provided. 

[^Draiving  from  under  her  robe  a  dagger. 
Go  !  barbarous  fon  !  go  !  double  parricide  ! 
Jlufh  o'er  my  corfe  to  thy  belov'd  revenge  ! 
Tread  on  the  bleeding  breaft  of  her,  to  whom 
Thou  ow'il  thy  life  ! — Lo,  thy  firft  vi<5Hm  ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

t^a  I    \_Seizhig  her  hand. 
What  dolt  thou  mean  ? 

Veturia. 

To  die,  while  l^ome  is  free, 
To  fcize  the  moment  ere  thou  art  her  tyrant. 

Cor  lOLA  k  I  s. 
O  ufe  thy  power  more  juilly  !  Set  not  thus 
My  treacherous  heart  in  arms  againft  my  reafon. 
Here !  here  !  thy  dagger  w  ill  be  well  employ'd  ; 
Strike  here  !  and  reconcile  my  fighting  duties. 

Veturia. 
Off' — Setmefree!— Think  ft  thou  that  grafp,  which 

binds 
My  feeble  hand,  can  fetter  too  my  will  ? 
No,  my  proud  fon  !  1  hou  carift  not  make  me  live. 
If  Rome  muit  fall  !— No  power  on  earth  can  do  i:  1 

CORIOLANUS. 

Pity  me,  generous  Volfci  ! — You  are  men — 
Muft  it  then  be  ?-  Confufion  !— Do  I  yield  ? 
What  is  it  ?  Is  it  weakncfs :  Is  it  virtue  ?  — 
Well  !— 

Vktvria- 
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VETURrA. 

What?  Speak! 

CORIOLANUS. 

O,  no  ! — my  ftifled  words  refure 
A  paflage  to  the  throes  that  wring  my  heart. 

Veturm. 
Nay,  if  thou  yielded,  yield  like  Coriolanus  j 
And  what  thou  do'ft,  do  nobly  ! 

Coriolanus.    [fining  her  hand. 
There !— 'Tis  done  !— 
Thine  is  the  triumph,  Nature  ! 

[To  Veturia  in  a  lowo  tone  of  voicei 
Ah  Veturia! 
"Rome  by  thy  aid  is  fav'd — but  thy  fon  loft, 

Veturia. 
He  never  can  be  loft,  who  faves  his  country. 

Co  r  lOL  ANUS.      [Turnifig  to  the  Roman  Ladies, 
Ye  matrons,  guardians  of  the  Roman  fafety. 
You  to  the  fenate  may  report  this  anfwer. 
We  grant  the  truce  you  alk.     But  on  thefe  terms : 
That  Rome,  mean-time  ftiall  to  a  peace  agree, 
Fair,  equal-,  juft,  and  fuch  as  may  fecure 
The  fafety,  rights,  and  honour  of  the  Fol/ci. 

[To  the  troops. 
Vclfci,  we  raife  the  fiege.     Go,  and  prepare. 
By  the  iirft  dawn,  for  your  return  to  Antium. 

[As  the  troops  retire,  a?:d  Coriolanus  turns 
to  the  Roman  Ladies  ; 

TuLLus.  [To  Yo\\x^\\iZ  ajide. 

'Tis  as  we  wifh'd,  FohJius'-'To  your  ftation. 

But 


.     CORIOLANUS.        279 

But  mark  me  well — Till  thou  fhalt  hear  my  call, 
I  charge  thee  not  to  llir.     One  ofl^r  more 
My  honour  bids  me  make  to  this  proud  man. 
Before  we  ftrike  the  blow — If  he  rejects  it. 
His  blood  be  on  his  head. 

Vo  L  U  S I U  S . 

Well!  I  obey  you. 

[He  gees  out, 

CORIOLANUS. 

Be  it  thy  care,  Galefus,  that  a  fafeguard 
Attend  thefe  noble  matrons  back  to  Rome, 


SCENE    ir. 

CoRIOLANUS,   TULLUS* 
CORIOLAKUS. 

I  plainly,  Tidlns,  by  your  looks  difcern 
You  difapprove  my  condudl. 

TULLUS. 

Caius  Marcius, 
I  mean  not  to  aflail  thee  with  the  clamour 
Of  loud  reproaches,  and  the  war  of  words  5 
But,  pride  apart,  and  all  that  can  pervert 
The  light  of  Heady  reafon,  here  to  make 
A  candid  fair  propofal. 

6  CoRio- 


'> 
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CORIOLANUS. 

Speak.     1  hear  thee, 

TuLLUS, 

I  need  not  tell  thee,  that  I  have  perform'd 
My  utmofl  promife.     Thou  haft  been  prote£ledj 
Haft  had  thy  ampleft,  moft  ambitious  wi(h: 
Thy  wounded  pride  is  heal'd,  thy  dear  revenge 
Completely  fated;   and,  to  crown  thy  fortune. 
At  the  fame  time,  thy  peace  with  Rome  reftor'd. 
7hou  art  no  more  a  Voljcia7i,  but  a  Ro7nan, 
Return,  return;  thy  duty  calls  upon  thee. 
Still  to  proteil  the  city  thou  haft  fav'd : 
It  ftill  may  be  in  danger  from  our  arms. 

Cor  lOL  ANUS. 
Jnfolent  man.     Is  this  thy  fair  propofal  ? 

TuLLUS. 

Ee  patient— Hear  me  fpeak — I  have  already 
From  Rome  protected  thee  ;  now  from  the  Volfci, 
From  their  juft  vengeance,  I  will  ftill  proteiTt  thee. 
Retire.     I  will  take  care  thou  may'Il  with  fafety. 

CoriOlanu  s. 
With  fafety  '--Hcav'ns !- And  tl.ink'ft  ihou,  CcriclamCs 
Will  ftoop  to  thee  for  fafety  ?  No !  my  fafeguard 
Is  in  myfelf,  a  bofom  void  of  blame, 
And  the  great  gods,  protedors  of  the  juft. — 

0  "tis  an  aft  of  cowardice  and  bafenefs, 

To  feize.the  very  time  my  hands  were  fetter'd, 
By  the  ftrong  chain  of  former  obligations, 

1  he  fafe  fure  moment  to  infuk  me  — Gods ! 

Were 
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Were  I  now  free,  as  on  that  day  I  was. 
When  at  Corioli  I  tam'd  thy  pride, 
This  had  not  been. 

TuLLUS. 

Thou  fpeak'it  the  truth  :  It  had  not. 

0  for  that  time  again  !  Propitious  gods. 

If  you  will  blefs  me,  grant  it  I — Know,  for  that. 
For  that  dear  purpofe,  I  have  now  propos'd 
Thou  fliould'll  return,     I  pray  thee,  Marcius,  do  it  1 
And  we  (hall  meet  again  on  nobler  terms. 

CoR  lOLANUS. 

When  to  the  Fol/ci  I  have  clear'd  my  faith. 
Doubt  not  I  fhall  find  means  to  meet  thee  nobly. 
We  then  our  generous  quarrel  may  decide 
In  the  bright  front  of  forne  embattled  field, 
And  not  in  private  brawls,  like  fierce  barbarians, 

Tu  LLUS. 

T-hou  canft  not  hope  acquittal  from  the  Vol/ci. 

COHICLANUS. 

1  do  : — Nay  more,  expeifl  their  approbation. 
Their  thanks !  I  will  obtain  them  fuch  a  peace 
As  thcfU  durfl  never  afk  ;  a  perfcfl  union 

Cf  their  whole  nation  with  imperial  Rome 

In  all  her  privileges,  all  her  rights. 

By  the  jull  gods,  1  will!  What  would'ft  thou  more? 

TULLUS. 

What  would  I  more!  Proud  Runan;  This  I  would; 
Fire  the  curs'd  forcll  where  thefe  Rowan  wolves 
Kaunt  and  infefttheirnobler  neighbours  round  them ; 

Extirpate 
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Extirpate  from  the  bofom  of  this  land, 
A  falfe  perfidious  people,  who,  beneath 
The  niafk  of  freedom,  are  a  combination 
Againft  the  liberty  of  human-kind. 
The  genuine  feed  of  outlaws  and  of  robbers. 

CORIOLANUS. 

The  feed  of  gods  ! — 'Tis  not  for  thee,  vain  boaHer  I 

'Tis  not  for  fuch  as  thou,  fo  often  fpar'd 

By  her  vidorious  fword,  to  talk  of  Rome, 

But  with  refpect  and  awful  veneration. 

Whate'er  her  blots,  whate'er  her  giddy  fafllona. 

There  is  more  virtue  in  one  fingle  year 

Of  Roman  ftory,  than  your  Vclj'cian  annals 

Can  boall  thro'  all  your  creeping  dark  duration! 

TuLLUS. 

I  thank  thy  rage.     This  full  difplays  the  traitor^ 

CORIOLANUS, 

Ha!  traitor! 

TuLLUS. 

Fxrll,  to  thy  own  -country,  traitor  \ 
iind  traitor,  nov/,  to  mine ! 

CORIOLANUS, 

Ye  heavenly  Powers ! 
I  ihall  break  loofe — My  rage — But  let  us  part- 
Left  my  rafh  hand  Ihould  do  a  hafly  deed 
My  cooler  thought  forbids. 

TuLLUS. 

Begone — Return — 
To  liead  the  Roman  troops.     I  grant  thee  quittance 

Full 
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Pull  and  complete  of  all  thofe  obligations 

Thou  haft  fo  oft  infuicingly  complain'd 

Fetter'd  thy  hands.      I  hey  now  are  free.     I  court 

The  word  thy  fword  can  do ;  whilft  thou  from  me 

Haft  nothing  to  expefl,  but  fure  deftruclion. 

Quit  then  this  hoftile  camp.    Once  more  I  tell  thee. 

Thou  art  not  here  one  fingle  hour  in  fafety« 

Cor  lOLANUs. 
Think'il  thou  to  fright  me  hence? 

TULLUS. 

Thou  wilt  not  then? 
Thou  wilt  not  take  the  fafety  which  I  offer  ? 

CORIOLANVS. 

Till  I  have  clear'd  my  honour  in  your  council. 
And  prov'd  before  them  all,  to  thy  confufion. 
The  fal(hood  of  thy  charge;  as  fbon  in  battle 
I  would  before  thee  fly,  and  howl  for  mercy, 
As  quit  the  ftation  they  have  here  aflign'd  rae. 

TuLLUS, 

J'ohi^us !  Hoa ! 


SCENE    iir. 

'*ro  them  VoLUSius,  and  Confpiratorsj  v/ith  their 
/words  drawn, 

Tt/LLUS. 

Seize  and  fecure  the  traitor ! 

CORW- 
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CORIOLANUS. 
\_Layii!g  his  hand  upon  his  f'n.ord. 
Who  dares  approach  me,  dies ! 

VOLUSIUS. 

Die  thou  ! 
\^As  Coriolanus  draivs  his  Jhx:ord,  Vo- 
lufius  and  the  Confpirators  rujh  upcn 
and  Jiah  him.      Tullus  Ji ending   hy 
nvithout  halving  dra'wn  his  fword. 
Coriolanus. 

[^Endta'vouring  to  free  him/elf. 
OfF!— Villains! 
f^  Falling. 
O  murdering  flaves  !  AfTaffinating  cowards  !    [Dies. 


SCENE      IV. 

[Upon  the  notfe  of  the  tumult,  enter  hajlily  to  them 
Galesus,  the  other  deputies  of  the  Volfcian 
States,  Officers f  friends  of  Coriolanus,  t?;;^ 
Titus  with  a  large  hand  of  foldiers, 

Galesus. 

[As  he  enters. 
Are  we  a  nation  rul'd  by  laws,  or  fury  ? 

iHow!  whence  this  tumult  ? [Paufng. 

Gods !  what  do  1  lee  ? 
The  noble  Marcius  flain  ! 

Tullus, 
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TbLLUS. 

You  fee  a  traitor 
Punidi'd  as  he  deferv'd,  the  Roman  yoke 
That  thrall'd  us  broken,  and  the  Folj'ci  free  ! 

Galesus. 
Hear  me,  great  Jo^e  !  Hear,  all  you  injur'd  Powers 
Of  friendfhip,  hofpitality,  and  faith  ! 
By  that  heroic  blood,  which  from  the  ground: 
Reeking  to  you  for  vengeance  cries,  I  fwear  ! 
This  impious  breach  of  your  eternal  laws. 
This  daring  outrage  on  the  Volfcian  honour. 
Shall  find  in  me  a  rigorous  avenger  ! 
On  the  fame  earth,  polluted  by  their  crime, 
I  will  not  live  with  thefe  unpuniih'd  ruffians  ! 

Tvil.LUS. 

This  deed  is  mi'ne :  I  claim  it  all ! — Thefe  men, 

Thefe  valiant  men,  were  but  my  inHruments, 

To  punifh  him  who  to  our  face  betray'd  us. 

We  (hall  not  fear  to  anfwer  to  the  Volfci, 

In  a  full  council  of  the  Hates  at  Anthtm, 

The  glorious  charge  of  having  flabb'd  their  traitor! 

Galesus. 
Titus,  till  then  fee u re  them. 

[Tullus  and  Confpirators  are  hd  off, 

[Galefus,_/?(5r«^/wg-  on/er  the  body  of  Coriolanus, 
after  a  Jhort  paufe,  proceeds. 

Volfcian  fathers, 
And-'ye,  brave  foldiers,  fee  an  awful  fcene. 

Demanding 
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Demandlno;  ferious  foJemn  meditation. 
This  man  was  once  the  glory  of  his  age> 
Difinterefted,  juft,  with  every  virtue 
Of  civil  life  adorn'd,  in  arms  unequal'd. 
Kis  only  blot  was  this ;  that,  much  provok'd. 
He  rais'd  his  vengeful  arm  againll  his  country. 
And,  lo!  the  righteous  gods  have  now  chaflis'd  him,. 
Even  by  the  hands  of  thofe  for  whom  he  fought. 

Whatever  private  views  and  paffions  plead. 
No  caufe  can  juPtify  fo  black  a  deed  : 
Thefe,  when  the  angry  tempeft  clouds  the  foul, 
May  dark-en  reafon,  and  her  courfe  Gontroul ; 
Bat  when  the  profpedl  clears,  her  ftartled  eye 
Muft  from  the  treacherous  gulph  with  horror  Ey, 
On  whofe  wild  wave,  by  flormy  paffions  toft, 
So  many  haplefs  wretches  have  been  loft. 
Then  be  this  truth  the  ftar  by  which  we  fteer, 
Jbo've  ourfelves  cur  Country  fhould  be  dear. 


The  End  of  the  Fifth  AO:, 
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Spoken  by  Mrs.  Woffington. 

TTT'E  LL  !  Gentlemen  !  and  are  you  Jlill  fo  <vain 

To  treat  our  fex  ivith  arrogant  difdaln ; 
Jnd  think,  to  you  alone  hy  partial  Heaveny 
Superior  fenfe  and  fouereign  ponjoer  are  gitjen  j 
M'hen  in  the  fiory  told  to  night,  you  Jind, 
With  iJohat  a  boundlefs  Jhvay  nve  rule  the  jnindy 
And,  ly  a  fenv  /oft  <voords  of  ours,  ivith  safe. 
Can  turn  the  proudeft  hearts  juji  ivhere  ive  pleafe  P 
If  an  old  mother  had  fuch  poiverful  charms ^ 
To  fop  a  fubhorn  Roman'j  conquering  arms,—' 
Soldiers  and  f.atefmen  of  thefe  days,  n.vith  you 
What  think  ycu  ivould  a  fair  young  miftrefs  do  ? 
If  nvith  my  gra've  difcourfe,  and  nvrinkled  face, 
I  thus  cculd  bring  a  hero  to  difgrace, 
Hoiv  abfolutely  may  I  hope  to  reign, 
Noiv  I  am  turnd  to  my  o'wn  Jhape  again  ! 
Ho'iue'ver,   I  "jjill  ufe  my  empire  nvell ; 
Jnd,  if  I  kaue  a  certain  magic  fpell 

Or 
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Or  in  my  totigue,  or  njuit,  or  Jhape,  or  eyes, 
Which  can  Jiikdue  the  Jiro7ig,  and  fool  the  nxiijiy 
Be  not  alarm'' d :  I  ^will  not  interfere 
In  Jiate  affairs,  nor  undertake  to  Jieer 
The  helm  of  go-uernmeni , — as  nve  are  told 
Thefe  female  politicians  did  of  old  : 

Such  dangerous  heights  1  nez'cr  ivijh'd  to  climh 

Ihank  Hea'ven  I  better  can  employ  my  time 

AJk  you  to  -ivhat  my  poiver  I  fjail  apply  ? 

To  make  my  fubjeSls  blejl,  is  my  reply. 

My  purpofes  are  gracious  all,   and  kind. 

Some  may  be  told — and  fame  may  be  di'vin' d  : 

One,  ivhich  at  prefent  I  ha^ve  mcji  at  heart. 

To  you  iiithout  refer've  I  nvill  impart  : 

It  is  my  fonjereign  ivill, — Hear,  and  obey,'—' 

That  you  ivith  candour  treat  this  Orphan  P1&7* 


The  End  of  the  F  OVRTH  V  Q  L  u  me. 
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